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BUCCANEER 


A  TALE. 


Stay  t  methinks  I  see 
A  person  in  yond  cave.     Who  slioiiUt  (hat  bee  t 
I  know  Iter  ensignes  now — 'lis  Cliivalrie 
Possess'd  will)  sleepe,  (lead  as  a  k-lharKie ; 
If  any  charnie  will  wake  licr,  'lis  Ihe  name 
Of  our  Meliadus!      I'll  use  his  Fame. 

Bkn  Jo.hso.i. 
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CHArTFH    I. 


Behold  ! 
What  blessings  ancient  prophesie  foretold, 
Bestow'd  on  her  in  death.     She  past  away 
So  sweetly  from  the  world,  as  if  her  clay 
Laid  onely  downe  to  slumber.     Then  forlK?are 
To  let  on  her  blest  ashes  fall  a  teare. 
But,  if  tli'art  too  mucli  woman,  softly  weepe 
Lest  grief  disturbe  the  silence  of  her  sleepe. 

Habivgtov. 

Barbara,  tlie  y()iiii«T,  tlie  beautiful,  the  iu- 
iKJcent  Barbara  fell,  as  the  bullet  struck  her, 
u})()n  the  arm  of  the  imbecile  Sir  Robert  Cecil. 
It  is  impossible  adequately  to  describe  the  scene 
that    followed.      Constantia    caught    the    maiden 
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from  her  father,  who  shrank  at  the  siglit  of 
blood,  and  drew  himself  gradually  awa}',  like 
a  terrified  child  from  a  fri»^htful  object,  while 
his  daughter,  kneeling,  sujjported  the  stricken 
girl  upon  her  bosom.  After  the  deetl  was  done, 
the  Jewess  stood  for  a  moment  witli  an  air  of 
exultation  upon  the  ledge  of  the  oriel  window, 
and  then  disappeared  ;  ])ut  Sir  Willmott,  wlio  saw 
that  the  time  was  come  when,  if  ever,  his  prey  was 
to  be  secured,  rushed  to  the  o|X'n  d(xjr,  with  a 
view  to  seize  her  as  she  descended,  and  at  once 
rid  himself  of  all  danger  by  her  destruction. 
At  the  instant  his  evil  purpose  was  alx)ut  to 
be  accomplished,  his  course  was  arrested,  as  he 
reached  the  postern,  bv  a  powerful  arm,  which 
grappled  at  his  tliroat.  Tlie  stentorian  voice  of 
Dalton  shouted  "  Villain  !'"  so  loudly,  that  many, 
who  hail  crowded  round  the  dying  Barbara. 
turned  in  alarm  to  ascertain  who  spoke. 

"  Hinder  me  not,"  said  Sir  Willmott,  gasping 
for  breath,  "  but  help  me  to  secure  the  murderer 
— the  girl  is  slain  !"'■' 

"  God  of  Heaven  ! — what  girl  .- — Who  was  it 
fired?"  exclaimed  the  Skipper.  — "  A\'hat  means 
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this  ?"  he  contimad,  rtlaxinj;  his  j^rusj),  ami  ad- 
vancing; up  tlif  thaiutl  with  a  heating  heart  and 
a  rapid  step.  liurrrll  t(H»k  aiivanta^e  of  the  mo- 
mentary reprieve,  and  was  hastily  proeeetiinj; 
round  to  the  window,  when  the  tramp  of  many 
horses  came  upon  \\'\-  ear.  The  steel  caps  and 
polished  hlades  of  a  detachment  of  ('nimueir«» 
own  Ironsides  glittered  amid  the  ruins  and  trees 
that  surrounded  the  chapel,  and  his  progress 
was  again  stayed  by  no  other  than  Colonel 
Jolni  Jones. 

''  Sir  ^^'illmott  liurrell,"  saiil  the  Turitan 
soldier,  in  a  slow  and  deliberate  tone,  '"  liis  Ili<rh- 
ness  conmuuids  your  imnieiliate  presence  at  the 
house  of  Hampton,  profanely  denominated  Hamp- 
ton Court ;  and  I  have  his  Highness's  conunands 
also  to  prevent  the  taking  place  of  any  union 
between  you  and  Mistress  Constantia  Cecil." 

"  It  has  taken  place,"  interrupted  Burrell, 
turning  pale  and  trembling. 

"  It  has  not  taken  place,"  interrupted  in  hei- 

turn    Lady  Frances,  whose    habitual  and  active 

kindness    had   prompted   her    to    seek   assistance 

for  Barbara,  so  that  she  encountered  the   troop 
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under  the  command  of  her  step-uncle, — '•  1  say 
it  has  not  taken  place  —  lialf  a  ceremony  is  no 
marriage.  But  have  you  any  with  you  skilled 
in  surgery  ?  for  here  has  been  a  most  foul  murder  ; 
come  with  me  into  the  chapel,  and  behold  I" 
Lady  Frances  returned,  followed  by  Colonel 
Jones,  Sir  AV^illmott  as  a  prisoner,  and  the  greater 
number  of  the  soldiery. 

Constantia  Cecil,  still  kneeling,  supportetl  Bar- 
bara, whose  life  was  ebbing  fast,  as  iIk-  blcKxl 
trickled  from  a  small  wound,  wluit'  the  [)all 
had  entered  a  little  above  her  right  shoulder. 
Her  eyes,  gentle  and  expressive  as  ever,  were 
fixed  upon  her  father,  who  stood  s|x»echless 
and  powerless  by  her  side.  The  women  ga- 
thered, weeping,  around.  The  good  clergy- 
man approached  to  offer  spiritual  consolation 
to  the  departing  girl.  Hugh  Dalton  had  heard 
the  story  of  tlie  fatal  act  repeated  by  at  least 
a  dozen  persons,  who  were  ignorant  that  thev 
spoke  in  the  presence  of  the  poor  maiden's  pa- 
rent ;  but  he  heeded  not  their  words ;  he  did 
not  even  ask  how  or  by  whom  tlie  dreadful  deed 
was  done.      Enoufjh  to  him  was  the  certainty  that 
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Ills  daui^htiT  was  (lvill;,^  (Imii;;  '>i'<»ri'  l»i"i — that 
slu',  to  wlioiu  liis  hfiirt  had  cliin<^  through  t-vil 
iL'jjort  aiul  <^()<>(1  report,  in  sorrow  aiul  in  sin,  but 
always  with  confidriict'  and  hope,  as  thr  star  that 
woulil  at  length  «;iiide  him  into  a  liavcn  of  piacr 
and  joy,  whitli  had  luaii  rapidly  <frowinfT  out  ol' 
repentance;  that  slu-,  his  only,  his  lu'loved,  his 
most  excellent,  and  most  unspotted  child  woulil, 
within  an  hour,  become  as  the  day  on  which  he 
trod — that  her  mild,  cheerful,  and  patient  spirit, 
was  passing  to  tlie(iod  who  gave  it — uiiri.'])iiiingly 
passing;  for  no  groan,  no  murmur  came  from 
her  lips — lips  that  had  never  been  stained  by 
deceit  or  falsehood.  Still  her  eyes  restetl  on  her 
parent,  and  once  she  endeavoured  to  stretch  fortli 
her  weak  arms  towards  him,  but  they  fell  power- 
less at  her  side  ;  while  he,  still  mute  and  mo- 
tionless as  a  statue,  seemed  fastened  to.the  earth. 
The  clergyman  spoke  a  few  words  of  an  ap- 
proaching eternity.  It  was  only  then  the  Buc- 
caneer replied ;  without  a  tear,  without  a  sob  ; 
or  any  outward  demonstration  of  sorrow  :  though 
all  who  heard  him  felt  that  the  words  came 
from  a  man  whose  sole  sensation  was  despair. 
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"  No  need,  Sir,  to  speak  so  to  her.  She  knows 
about  these  things  far  more  than  we  do.  Hush  ! 
for  the  sake  of  God,  and  let  me  hear  lier 
breathing."" 

"  Some  ten  of  you  look  out  for  the  murderer,'" 
commanded  the  stern  voice  of  Colonel  Jones,  who 
had  by  this  time  received  the  whole  account  from 
the  Lady  Frances. 

"  You  will  not  be  able  to  find  her,"  exclaimed 
the  alarmed  Burrell,  dreading  that,  if  she  wt-re 
secured,  she  might  communicate  the  secret  she 
still  retained.  "  You  vdW  not,  I  assure  you,  be 
able  to  find  her,"  he  repeated,  as  the  sturdy 
soldiers  prepared  to  obey  their  officer's  com- 
mand. 

"  You  know  the  person,  then.  Sir  Willmott," 
said  Colonel  Jones,  coldly.  Burrell  looked 
abashed.  "  Mistress  Constantia  will,  I  hope, 
forgive  me,"  added  the  rough  soldier,  walking 
towards  the  steps  of  the  altar,  where  the  lady  of 
Cecil  Place  still  supported  the  fading  form  of  the 
poor  faithful  maiden  she  had  so  truly  loved — 
"  Mistress  Constantia  will  forgive  one  of  her 
father''s  oldest  friends  for  tlius  breaking  in  upon 
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and  disturbing  a  most  solemn  ceremony.  His 
Highness  has  conunanded  her  bridegroom  to  be 
brought  before  him,  anil  the  marriage  to  be  stay- 
ed, inasmuch  as  he  charges  Sir  Wilhnott  Burrell 
with  being  already  wedded  !" 

The  maiden  to  whom  he  s|)oke  looked  uj),  ami 
gazed  into  the  countenance  of  the  sj)eaker  ;  but 
it  would  have  been  difficult  to  determine  the 
nature  of  her  feelings,  save  by  tiie  cold  shudder 
that  seemed  to  pass  over  her  whole  frame. 

On  Sir  Robert  Cecil  the  information  made  no 
impression,  for  he  understood  it  not,  tliough  he 
smiled  and  bowed  several  times  to  his  old  com- 
panion in  arms.  But  the  Buccaneer  started, 
roused  for  a  moment  from  the  one  absorbing 
sorrow  of  his  whole  soul,  but  still  heedless  of  the 
danser  he  encountered  in  thus  standing  face  to 
face  with  a  troop  of  the  hardiest  soldiers  of  the 
Commonwealth.  Turning  eagerly  towards  their 
officer,  he  exclaimed  : 

"  Ha!  it  is  known  !  —  then  the  papers  were 
received." 

"  Traitor  !  double  traitor  !  I  have  ye  now  !" 
shouted  Burrell,  presenting  his  pistol  at  the  head 
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of  the  Buccaneer.  Instantly  Barbara,  as  with 
a  last  effort,  sprang  from  the  arms  of  the  Lady 
Cecil,  and  threw  herself  on  her  father's  bosom. 
The  effort  was  not  needed,  for  the  weapon  was 
snatched  from  the  villain's  hand.  He  had  now 
to  encounter  the  reproof  of  Colonel  Jones. 

"  Sir  Willmott,  I  thought  I  could  have  taken 
your  word,  that  you  had  no  arms  except  your 
sword.     I  was  mistaken." 

"  That  fellow  is  the  famous  Buccaneer,  Hugh 
Dalton,  upon  whose  head  a  price  is  set.  Arrest 
him,  Colonel  Jones !"  exclaimed  Burrcll,  skil- 
fully turning  the  attention  from  himself  to 
the  Skipper,  who  stood  embracing  the  lifeless 
form  of  his  daughter — gazing  u})on  eves  that 
were  now  closed,  and  upon  lips  parted  no  longer 
by  the  soft  breath  of  as  sweet  a  maiden  as  ever 
was  born  of  woman. 

"  Are  you  the  malignant  of  whom  lie  speaks  r" 
inquired  the  stern  Colonel. 

"  He  is  the  unhappy  father  of  that  murderetl 
girl,"  interposed  Constantia. 

"  Whoever  refuses  to  seize  him  deserves  a 
traitor's  death,"  reiterated  Sir  Willmott. 
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The  tr()()})ers  stood  witli  their  hands  on  thi-ir 
swords,  awaiting  their  officer's  commands. 

Tlie  Buccaneer  turned  fiercely  round,  still 
j)ressin<>;  his  child  to  his  bosom  with  one  arm, 
and  holding  a  pistol  within  the  other  hand. 

"  I  am,"'  he  said  in  a  bold  and  fearless,  but 
not  an  arrogant  tone,  '*  I  am  he  whom  that  ac- 
cursed villain  names.  But  ye  had  better  not 
rouse  a  desperate  man.  Dare  not  to  touch  me  ; 
at  your  peril  stay  my  course.  Colonel  Jones; 
tell  the  Protector  of  England,  that  Hugh  Dal- 
ton  craves  no  ])arch)n  now.  'J'his,  thi>  was  mv 
h()j)e  —  my  pride;  for  her  I  would  have  been 
honest,  and  v.ell  thought  of !  Behold  I  she 
stiffens  on  my  arm. — She  is  nothing  now  but 
clay  !  Yet,  by  the  God  that  made  her  !  no  churl- 
ish earth  shall  sully  this  fair  form.  She  was  as 
pure  as  the  blue  sea  that  cradled  her  first  months 
of  infancy  ;  and,  mark  ye,  when  the  rays  of  the 
young  sun  rest  upon  the  ocean,  at  the  morning- 
watch,  by  my  own  ship's  side,  in  the  bosom  of  the 
calm  waters,  shall  she  find  a  grave.  I  will  no 
more  trouble  Enjjland  —  no  more  —  no  more  ! 
Gold  may  come  dancing  on  the  waves,  even  to 
B  5 
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my  vessel's  prow,  I  will  not  touch  it.  Cromwell 
may  take  me  if  he  will,  but  not  till  I  perform  for 
my  good  and  gentle  child  the  only  rite  that  ever 
she  demanded  from  me.'' 

Even  as  the  tiger-mother  passes  through  an 
Indian  crowd,  bearing  the  cherished  offspring  of 
her  fierce  but  affectionate  nature,  which  some 
stray  arrow  has  destroyed  —  terrible  in  her  an- 
guish and  awful  in  her  despair  —  her  foes  a|>- 
palled  at  her  sufferings  and  the  bravery  of  her 
spirit,  though  still  panting  for  her  destruction — 
their  arrows  are  on  the  string — yet  tiie  untiuight, 
but  secret  and  powerful  respect  for  the  great 
source  of  our  good  as  well  as  of  our  evil  pas- 
sions—  Nature — works  within  them,  and  she 
passes  on,  unmolested,  to  her  lair  : — even  so  did 
Dalton  pass  along,  carrying  his  daughter,  as 
she  were  a  sleeping  infant,  through  the  armed 
warriors,  who  made  way,  as  if  unconscious  of 
what  they  did  ;  —  some,  who  were  themselves  fa- 
thers, pressed  their  mailed  fingers  on  their  eyes, 
while  others  touched  their  helmets,  and  raised 
tliem  a  little  from  their  brows. 

"  Colonel  Jones,"'  exclaimed  the  enraged  Bur- 
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iL'll,  ''  vou  will  have  to  answer  lor  this  to  a 
hi^h  |)o\vtT.  '^I'he  Protector  would  ^ive  it> 
Wfii^rjit  in  ^'<»lcl  tor  the  head  of  that  man;  anti 
the  wei<;ht  ot"  that  again  for  a  knowledge  of 
his  haunts." 

"  Sir  Willniott,"  was  the  soldier's  reply,  who, 
now  that  Dalton  was  really  gone,  began  to  fear 
he  had  done  wrong  in  permitting  his  escape, 
and  therefore  resoKed  to  brave  it  haughtily, 
"  I  can  answer  for  my  own  actions.  Methinks 
you  are  cokl  ami  hot  as  best  serves  vour  pur- 
j)ose  !"  Then  turning  abruptly  from  him,  he 
added,  "  \\'e  will  but  intrude  upon  the  ho>])i- 
tality  of  this  mourning  bride,"  glancing  at  Con- 
stantia's  dress,  and  smiling  grimly,  "  until  some 
tidings  be  obtained  of  the  })erson  who  has  per- 
petrated this  horrid  murder ;  and  having  re- 
freshed our  horses,  return  forthwith  ;  for  his 
Highness  is  impatient  of  delay,  and  'tis  good 
fifty  miles  to  London.  Our  orders  were.  Sir 
Willmott,  that  you  hold  no  communion  with 
any ;  so  that,  if  you  have  aught  to  say  to 
Mistress  Cecil,  it  must  be  said  at  once." 

"  I  can  only  offer  my  protestations  against  this 
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tyrannical  —  ay,  Sir,  I  speak  lx)l(lly,  and  repeat 
it  —  this  tyrannical  mandate  —  and  aosure  the  fair 
dame  that  I  consider  her  my  lawful  wife.*" 

Constantia  made  no  reply.  Colonel  Jones  then 
gave  the  Lady  Frances  a  slip  of  paj>er  from  the 
Protector,  which  merely  statetl  that  lie  thought 
she  ought  to  remain  with  her  frii-nd,  until  the 
mysterious  rumour  was  either  clean-d  up  or  con- 
Hrmed.  Lady  Frances  right  joyfully  assented; 
and  Constantia,  over|)owered  by  a  multitude  of 
contending  feelings,  led  the  way  with  her  father, 
who  seemed  as  passive  and  as  uninterestitl  in  the 
events  of  that  most  eventful  hour,  as  if  he  were 
a  child  of  a  twelvemontli  old.  The  soldiers  who 
luul  been  sent  to  reconnoitre  soon  returiu'd,  for 
night  was  closing  ujxm  them,  and  thev  had 
searched  the  ruins  of  Minster,  and  gallojXHl  over 
the  wild  hills  of  Shepey,  without  being  able  to 
trace  the  misguided  Jewess.  Colonel  Jones  could, 
therefore,  do  nothing  more  than  advise  Sir  Michael 
Livesey  (the  sheriff*,  who  resided,  a.s  we  have 
stated,  at  Little  Shurland)  of  the  circumstance 
tliat  had  (X'currcd.  ami  send  off  to  King's  ferry, 
Sheerness,  Queenborough,  and  all  the  little  ham- 


TllL    UICCANF.KR.  I -I 

It'ts  ulon«;  till-  coast,  inl'i)riiiutiou  ul  the  iiKlaii- 
cliolv  t'vi'ut,  with  oriliTs  to  |)rt'vint  anv  straii^tT, 
iiiaK'  or  iViualr,  IVoiii  i|uittin;^  the  i>hiiul,  until 
his  HighiiL'ss's  fiiluiv  |)KaMiii-  was  kiKtwn. 

The  imirdrr  of  Ladv  (A'ciTs  lavourite  ua> 
calcuhiti'il  to  txcitc  stroii;^  feelings  among  all 
chisscs  ;  for  the  j)o«)r  hue!  long  eonsidereti  the 
residence  of  so  giKul  a  family  on  their  island 
as  a  blessing  from  Heaven  ;  more  particular- 
ly, as  the  former  possessor,  Sir  Herbert,  Sir 
Robert's  eUler  brotlur,  mdy  liveil  at  (ceil 
Place  occasionally,  being  of  too  gay,  too  cava- 
lier a  teniperanuiit,  to  bidf  long  in  so  solitary 
a  dwelling.  He  had  been  warndy  attached  to 
the  house  of  Stuart;  and  while  his  younger 
brother  sought,  and  made  friends  of  the  Par- 
liamentarian faction,  he  remained  steady  in  his 
loyalty,  ami  (inn  in  his  attachment  to  the  unfor- 
tunate and  unj)opular  Charles.  Upon  this  topic 
we  may  hereafter  treat  :  at  present,  we  have  to 
do  with  the  living,  not  the  dead. 

We  cannot  now  intrude  upon  the  privacy  of 
either  Lady  Frances  or  Constantia  :  we  must 
content  ourselves   with    simply   stating  that  Co- 
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lont'l  Jones  Uxik  lus  tk-parture,  leaving,  ai  Lady 
Frances's  request,  a  ^uard  «)f  six  soUlierb  at  Cecil 
Place — a  precaution  he  felt  justifiiti  in  adopting 
when  lie  had  taken  late  events  into  cunbidera- 
tion,  and  was  made  actpiaintetl  with  the  miserable 
condition  of  Sir  Holn-rt's  mind,  to  whom  also 
he  undert(K>k  to  send  immediate  medical  advice. 
The  M.rvant>,  ])articularlv  Lady  Frances's  wo- 
men, assembled  in  the  great  hall,  and  with  many 
tear-,  real  and  unfei<^niil  tears,  lamentitl  the  low* 
of  poor  Barbara  —  talkeil  «»f  the  mystery  of  her 
birth,  and  the  sudden  and  almost  su|)ernattiral 
appearance  of  her  father.  (ireatly  tiid  they 
blame  themselves  for  jH-rmitting  him  to  remove 
tlu-  l)i)(lv,  "  not  knowin*;,"  as  they  s:iid,  "  but 
he  woulil  give  it  hiatheni>h  and  not  Christian 
burial."' 

After  a  little  while  thev  convi-rstil  uj)on  the 
malady  that  had  overtaken  their  master,  and 
then  hints  anil  oKl  tales  were  thought  of,  and 
almost  forgotten  rumours  of  Sir  Herbert  and  his 
revelries  rcpcatetl  ;  and  as  the  lamps  burnetl  still 
more  dim,  ami  the  embers  of  the  fire  dropjxxl 
one  bv    «nie    into  that    grcv    and    blue   dust   that 
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htraliU  lluir  jKrlVcl  lUrav,  tin-  K^;».'iul.'.  of  ilu-  Klc 
vfvrv  rt'hearscd  —  How  Sir  KoIh-TI  dc  Sluirlaiul,  a 
great  kui<;l>t  and  a  |Mi\Mrful  lliaiu',  In-ing  angry 
with  a  prii'st,  hurittl  hi:ii  alivi-  in  Miustrr  cliiirch- 
yard  ;  and  tlu-n,  fi-aring  tlu-  king's  diH|>l(.*as(irc-, 
and  knowing  lu-  wan  at  tlif  Nort*,  swam  on  a 
nu>st  faithfid  horse  to  his  maji-stv  from  the 
island,  t«)  craM*  pardon  for  his  sin ;  and  thi 
king  pardoned  him  ;  and  then,  right  joyfully, 
ho  swam  hack  to  the  land,  where,  on  his  dis- 
mounting, hi-  was  aceosti'd  l»v  a  foul  wileh,  who 
prophesied  that  the  horse  uhith  had  siivetl  him 
should  he  the  eause  of  his  death  ;  Imt,  in  or«ler 
to  j)revent  the  accomplishment  of  the  propluxy, 
he  slew  the  faithful  animal  U|)on  the  l)each  ; — 
how  that  some  time  afierwanls  he  passed  by  the 
carcase,  and  striking  a  lM)ne  with  his  foot,  it 
enteretl  the  tlesh,  which  mortified,  and  thi-  tvranl 
dieil,  in  testimony  whereof  the  tond)  stands  in 
Minster  church  until  this  day,  in  the  south 
wall,  under  a  pointed  arch,  where  he  lies,  lean- 
ing on  his  shield  and  banner,  and  at  his  feet 
a  page,  while  behitul  him  is  carved  the  horse's 
head  that  caused  his  death  : — and,  moreover,  how 
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his  spirit  is  seen  frequently  leaping  from  turret 
to  turret  of  the  house  of  Great  Shurland, 
pursued  by  a  phantom  steed  !  Of  such  like 
legends  did  they  talk.  Then  they  thanked  (irxl 
tliat  their  lady  was  not  likely  to  be  Sir  \\'ill- 
niott's  wife,  and  spoke  of  Dalton  and  liis  daring, 
and  many  of  the-  old  servants  shuddered. 

Then  again  they  reverted  to  Barbara,  and 
the  women  crept  more  closely  together,  like  a 
flock  of  frightened  sheej),  when  one  older  than 
the  others  affirmed  that  no  true  maid  could  ever 
rest  in  the  ocean's  bed,  unless  a  Bible  were  slung 
about  her  neck  ;  and  as  Dalton,  of  course,  had 
no  Bible,  their  beloved  Barbara  coukl  have  no 
rest,  but  must  waniler  to  all  itirnity  on  the  foam 
of  the  wliite  waves,  or  among  the  coral-rocks 
that  pave  the  southern  seas,  or  sigh  in  the 
shrouds  of  a  doomed  .ship.  But  again,  some 
other  said,  as  she  was  so  pure  a  Christian,  per- 
haps that  would  save  her  from  such  a  fate ;  ami 
(me  of  the  soldiers  who  sat  witli  them  njirovi-d 
their  folly,  and  lectured,  and  prayed  for  their 
edification  with  much  zeal  and  godliness ;  and 
Avjien  he  had  concluded,  tlie  thought  came  upon 
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them  that  the  Reverciul  Joiims  hliitwoni  had  not 
been  there  since  the  earliest  iiioniiug,  when  sonie- 
hoily  (leelaretl  he  was  seen  talkin»i;  with  Sir  \\'ill- 
mott  Burrell  near  the  (i nil's  Nest,  and  fear  for 
the  Preacher  came  over  them  all  —  uiiv,  tluv 
could  not  tell. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Poesy  !    thou  sweet'st  content 

That  e'er  Heaven  to  mortals  lent. 

Though  they  as  a  trifle  leave  thee 

Whose  dull  thoughts  cannot  conceive  thee  ; 

Though  thou  be  to  them  a  scorn 

That  to  nought  but  earth  are  bom  ; 

Let  my  life  no  longer  be 

Than  I  am  in  love  with  thee. 

George  Wither. 

There  are  two  thinp^s  that  to  a  marvellous 
degree  bring  people  under  subjection — moral  and 
corporeal  fear.  The  most  dissolute  are  held  in 
restraint  by  the  influence  of  moral  worth,  and 
there  are  few  who  would  engage  in  a  quarrel,  if 
they  Avere  certain  that  defeat  or  death  would  be 
the  consequence.  Cromwell  obtained,  and  we 
may    add,    maintained    his  ascendancy    over    the 
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people  of  England,  by  his  earnest  and  continually 
directed  efforts  towards  these  two  important 
ends.  His  Court  -was  a  rare  exj}n»j)lc  of  irre- 
proachable conduct,  from  which  all  dehauchcry 
and  immorality  were  banished  ;  whiK-  suili  was  his 
deep  and  intimate,  though  my^ti  rii)u.s  ;n(piain- 
tance  with  vvvvy  occurrence  tiirounhout  {\\c  Com- 
monwealth, its  subjects  had  the  certainty  of 
knowing  that,  sooner  or  later,  wlvatever  crimes 
thev  committed  would  of  a  surety  reach  the  ear 
of  the  Protector.  His  natural  abilities  must  al- 
ways have  been  of  the  highest  oriler,  though  in  the 
early  part  of  his  career  hi-  discovered  none  oftho.se 
extraordinary  talents  that  afterwards  gaiiud  him 
so  much  applause,  and  worked  so  upon  the  affec- 
tions of  the  hearers  and  standers  by.  His  mind 
may  be  compared  to  one  of  those  valuable  manu- 
scripts that  had  long  been  rolled  up  and  kept 
hidden  from  vulgar  eyes,  but  which  exhibits 
some  new  proof  of  wisdom  at  each  unfolding.  It 
has  been  well  said  by  a  philosopher,  whose  equal 
the  world  has  not  known  since  his  day,  "  that  a 
place  showeth  the  man."  Of  a  certainty  Crom- 
well had  no  sooner  possessed  the  opportunity  so 
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to  do,  than  lie  showed  to  the  whole  world  that  he 
was  destined  to  govern.  "  Some  men  aehieve 
greatness,  some  men  are  born  to  greatness,  and 
some  have  greatness  thrust  uj)on  thein.*^  With 
Cromwell,  greatness  was  achieved.  He  was  the 
architect  of  his  own  fortunes,  owing  little  to, 
what  is  called,  "  chance,""  less  to  patronage,  and 
still  less  to  crime,  if  we  except  the  one  siid  hlot 
upon  the  page  of  his  own  history,  as  connected 
with  that  of  his  countrv.  Tiicre  appears  in  his 
character  but  a  small  })ortion  of  that  which  is 
evil,  blended  with  much  that  is  undoubtedly 
good.  Altiiough  his  jjublic  speeches  were,  for 
tlie  most  ]iart,  ambiguous  —  leaving  others  to 
pick  out  his  meaning  —  or  more  frc(juently  still, 
having  no  nK'aninix  to  pick  out — being  wortls, 
words,  words  —  strung  of  mouldy  sentences. 
Scriptural  phrases,  foolish  exclamations,  and 
such  like  ;  yet,  when  necessary,  he  showed  that 
he  could  sufficiently  command  his  style,  deliver- 
ing himself  with  so  much  energy,  pith,  propriety, 
and  strength  of  expression,  that  it  was  connnonly 
said  of  him  under  sueli  circumstances,  ""  every 
word  he  spoke  was  a  thing.'"     But  the  strongest 
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indication  of  liis  vast  al)ilitii's  was,  tla-  extra- 
ordinary tact  with  which  he  entered  into,  dis- 
sected, and  scrutinized  the  nature  of  human  kind. 
No  man  ever  dived  into  the  manners  and  minds 
of  those  around  liini  with  f^reater  |)enetratiuii,  or 
more-  rapidlv  diMovi-red  their  natural  taUnts  and 
temper^.  If  he  chancid  to  hear  of  a  person  lit 
for  his  jxnpose,  whether  as  a  minister,  a  soKlier, 
an  artisan,  a  preacher,  or  a  spy, — no  matter  how 
previously  obscure,  he  sent  for  him  forthwith, 
and  emph)ved  him  in  tlu-  way  in  which  he  couhl 
1k^  made  most  useful,  ami  answer  best  the  pur- 
pose of  his  employer.  I'pon  this  ni()>t  athiiirahie 
system,  (a  system  in  which,  unhappily,  he  has  had 
but  few  imitators  amonf^  modern  statesmen,)  de- 
pended in  a  great  degree  his  success.  His  devo- 
tion has  been  sneered  at  ;  but  it  has  never  been 
proved  to  have  been  insincere,  ^^'ith  how  much 
more  show  of  justice  may  we  consider  it  to  have 
been  founded  upon  a  solid  and  upright  basis,  when 
we  recollect  that  his  whole  outward  deportment 
spoke  its  truth.  Those  who  decry  him  as  a  fanatic 
ought  to  bethink  themselves  that  religion  was  the 
chivalry  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived.     Had  Crom- 
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well  })een  Ixjrii  a  few  centuries  earlier,  he  wuuld 
have  iK-acifd  the  Crusades,  with  as  much  hraverv, 
and  far  better  results  than  our  noble-hearted,  but 
wrong-heatled  "  Cceur  de  Lion.^  It  was  no  great 
coiijpliinont  that  was  passc-d  on  him  by  the  French 
minister,  when  he  called  the  Protector  "  the 
first  ca])tain  of  theai^e.'^  His  courage  and  conduct 
in  tin-  (it  Id  wt-re  undoubtinilv  admirable:  he  ha*! 
a  dignity  of  soul  which  the  greatest  dangers  and 
diiHculties  rather  animatinl  than  discouragetl,  and 
his  discipline  and  government  of  the  arinv,  in  all 
respect*;,  was  the  wonder  of  the  world.  It  was 
no  diminution  of  this  part  of  his  character  that 
he  was  wary  in  his  conduct,  aiul  that,  after  he 
was  tledared  Protector,  he  wore  a  co;it-of-mail 
concealed  beneath  his  dress.  I^'ss  caution  than 
he  made  use  of.  in  the  place  he  heltl,  and  sur- 
rounded as  he  was  by  secret  ami  open  enemies, 
would  have  descrvinl  the  name  of  negligence.  As 
to  his  political  sincerity,  whicli  many  think  had 
nothing  to  ilo  with  his  religious  opinions,  he 
was,  to  the  full,  as  honest  as  the  Hrst  or  second 
Charles. 

C)f  a    truth,    that    same    sincerity,    it    would 
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a|)))c'ur,  is  no  kiii^'Iv  virtiu- !  CroinwiH  lowtl 
justice  a>  lu-  lovitl  his  own  lilV,  uiul  wlur- 
evcr  hi"  wa.-i  coiiijiiIIlhI  to  he  arbitrary,  it  was 
only  wluTi-  lii«>  authority  was  controvLrtttI, 
whiih,  a>  things  tht-ii  wi-ri-,  it  wa>  not  onU 
ri^'ht  to  c^stahli^h  for  hi^  own  saki-,  hut  fur 
thi'  peace  and  stvurity  of  the  country  over  wlio>e 
proud  destinies  lie  had  been  called  to  pivern. 
"  Tile  ilij^nity  of  the  croun,"  to  cjuote  his  own 
words,  "  was  upon  the  account  of  the  nation, 
of  which  the  kin;^  wa^  onlv  the  rej)resentativf 
luad,  and  th(.ri-fori',  thi-  nation  hein^  still  the 
same,  he  wouKl  have  the  Siune  respect  j)aid  to 
his  tninister>  a>  if  lie  had  l)een  a  kin<^."  Kn<;- 
land  ou^ht  to  write  the  name  of  Cromwell  in 
letters  of  ^old,  when  she  reinend)ers  that,  within 
a  space  of  four  or  live  vears,  he  avenged  all  the 
insults  that  had  been  lavi>hly  flun«j  uj>on  her  by 
every  country  in  Kurope  throu<^hout  a  lonp,  disas- 
trous, and  most  perplexinji;  ci\il  war.  (doriou>ly 
ditl  lie  retrieve  the  credit  that  had  been  moulder- 
ing and  decaying  during  two  weak  and  discre- 
ditable reigns  of  nearly  fifty  years'  continuance  — 
gloriously  did  he  establish  and  extend  his  coun- 
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try's  authority  and  influence  in  remote  nations 
—  gloriously  acquire  the  real  mastery  of  the 
British  Channel — gloriously  send  forth  fleets 
that  went  and  conquered,  and  never  sullietl  the 
union-flag  by  an  act  of  dishonour  or  dissimu- 
lation ! 

Not  a  single  Briton,  during  the  Protectorate, 
hut  could  (Uinand  and  receive  either  rej)ara- 
tion  or  revenge  for  injury,  whether  it  came 
from  PVance,  from  Spain,  from  anv  open  foe 
or  treacherous  ally  ; — not  an  oj)pressed  foreigner 
claimed  his  protection  but  it  was  immediately 
and  effectually  granted.  Were  things  to  be 
compared  to  tliis  in  the  reign  of  either  Charles  ? 
Enjiland  may  blush  at  the  remembrance  of  the 
insidts  she  sustained  during  the  reigns  of  the 
first  most  amiable,  yet  most  weak^if  the  second 
most  admired,  yet  most  contemptible — of  these 
legal  kings.  A\'hat  must  she  think  of  the  treat- 
ment received  by  the  Elector  Palatine,  though  he 
was  son-in-law  to  King  James  ?  And  let  her  ask 
herself  how  the  Duke  of  Rohan  was  assisted  in 
the  Protestant  war  at  Rochelle,  notwithstanding 
the    solemn  engagement  of  King  Charles  under 
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his  own    hand  I      Hut   wc    an-  ticailin^  too   fVai- 
k'.ssly  upon  ground  on  whiih,  in  our  huinhK- capa- 
city, wc  have  scarcely  the  ri;4;ht  to  enter.      Alas  ! 
alas!    the  page  of  History  is  hut  a  sad  one  !     and 
the  Stuarts  ant!  the  (roin wells,   tlu-   Koundhi-ads 
and   the  Cavaliers,  the    pennons  and  the   drums, 
are  but   part  and    parcel   of  the  same  dust — the 
dust  we,  who  are  made  of  dust,  animated   for  a 
time  bv  a  living  spirit,  now  tread  upon  !     'J'heir 
words,  that  wrestled  with  the  winds  and  mounted 
on    the    air,    have    left    no    trace    along    that    air 
whereon    they  sported  ; — the  clo\ids  in    all    their 
i)eautv  eaj)  our   l>le  with  their  magnificence,   as 
in  those  by-gone  days;  —  the  rivers  are  as  blue, 
the  seas  as  salt ; — the  flowers,  those  sweet  things  ! 
remain  fresh  within  our  fields  as  when  God  called 
tliem  into  existence  in   Paradise — and  are  bright 
as  ever.       13ut  the  change  is  over  us,  as  it   has 
been  over  them  :   we,  too,  are  passing.      O  Eng- 
land !    what     should    this    teach  ?       Even    three 
things — wisdom,  justice,    and   mercy.     Wisdom 
to  watch  ourselves,  and  then  our  rulers,  so  that 
we  neither  do  nor  suffer  wrong; — ^justice  to  the 
memory  of  the   mighty    dead,   whether  born    to 
VOL.    III.  c 
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thrones  or  footstools  ; — mercy,  inasmuch  as  we 
shall  deeply  need  it  from  our  successors. 

\Vc  must  not  lon^j^er  trifle  with  or  mingle 
among  forhidden  themes,  but  turn  to  that  which 
lightens  many  a  heart,  and  rrtates  of  its  own 
power  a  magic  world  of  ])ure  and  perfect  enjoy- 
ment. 

Many  there  were,  l)efore  and  during  those 
troublous  times,  who,  heedless  of  the  turmoils 
that  wire  taking  ])lace  around  them,  siing,  as 
birds  will  sometimes  sing,  during  the  pauses 
of  a  thunder-storm.  We  would  fain  con  over 
the  names  of  a  few  of  those  wlio  live  with  the 
memories  of  peace,  and  hojxs  and  love,  and  joy 
—  as  so  many  hapjn'  contrasts  to  the  wars 
and  intrigues,  that  sin,  and  its  nund)l'rles^.  and 
terrible  attendants,  have  brought  upon  this  cheer- 
ful, and  beautiful,  and  abundantlv  gifted  earth. 

A  blessing  on  sweet  Poesy  I  whether  she  come 
to  us  mounted  on  the  gallant  war-liorse,  trumpet- 
tongued,  awakening  our  souls  and  senses  unto 
glory,  hymning  with  J^ryden  some  bold  battle- 
strain  that  makes  us  crow  of  victories  past, 
present,  and  to  come  ; — or  with  a  scholar's  trim 
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ami  tasst'llcil  cap,  a  tlowin^  pjwn  of  lavm  liiu-, 
and  many  tales  of  C'Ikuult's — (juaiiit,  l)iit  pkas- 
in^ — <^tHKl  rrailiii"^  imdtr  mhiu-  tild  tn-i'  closr 
bv  a  (|iiii't  l)nK)I\,  uIkti'  inimiDws  sj)oit  and  daii 
with  silviT  flitjht  hi-m-ath  tlit-  hroad-leaved  lilii», 
whoso  whiti'  aiul  Yi^'Jh>w  i-haliccs  arc  sj)rcad  full 
to  the  cheerful  heavens,  wherein  the  sun  ri(U•>^ 
like  a  monarch  in  his  azure  kingtloni  ;  —  oi, 
better  still,  mounted  on  a  green  dragon  with 
glaring  eyes  ami  forky  tongue,  looking  for  en- 
counter with  some  Christian  knight,  uho,  "  full 
of  sad  feare  and  gliastley  ilreariuant,"  uould 
nathless  risk  life,  honour,  all — foi-  his  faire  ladle 
love.  Beloved  Sj)ensi.'r  !  agi-  withers  not  thy 
i)eauty. 

Or  Poesv  may  come  in  the  cool  twilight,  when 
the  garish  day  is  past,  and  the  young  modest 
flowers,  which  refused  their  j)erfiuue  to  the  sun, 
that,  with  his  hot  and  fiery  beams,  sought  to 
command  their  incense,  now  welcome  back  the 
evening,  and  become  prodigal  of  sweetness ; — 
within  some  rustic  temple,  clustered  with  wood- 
bine, where  the  robin  or  the  tiny  wren  hatli 
formed  a  nest  of  matchless  skill  and  neat  pro- 
c  2 
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priety,  and  trembles  not  at  the  approaching  foot- 
step, while  the  soft  breath  of  heaven  plavs  with 
those  blossoms  of  the  sun — the  painted  butter- 
flies— that  fold  their  wings  and  fain  would  sleep 
till  in()niiii<r.  There  let  her  come,  and  with 
her  bring  more  blessed  children  of  the  olden 
time, 

"  ^^'hose  names 
In  Fame's  eternal  volume  live  for  aye." 

The  gallant  handsome  Surrey,  tutoretl  by  Love 
into  our  first,  if  not  our  sweetest  sonneteer  ;  and 
Michael  Drayton,  with  his  ai)t  crest — Mercury's 
bright  cap,  blazoned  with  sunbeams.  Old 
Fletcher,  floating  towards  his  Purple  Island,  in 
the  same  graceful  bark  that  bears  his  more 
thoughtful,  it  may  be  sombre,  but  most  excellent 
brother  Giles.  Then,  garlanded  with  the  rich 
thistle  in  all  its  pur])le  glory  ;  the  perfume  of 
his  braes,  and  burns,  and  heather,  reeking  amid 
his  clustering  hair  ;  hi»  cheerful  plaid,  and  his 
gay  bonnet,  graced  by  the  heron's  plume ;  his 
voice  subdued  bv  sorrow,  but  still  sweet  and 
free,  singing  of  "  Sion's  flowers"  —  Drummond 
of   Hawthornden  I     welcome    from    bonny    Scot- 
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land,  htrilil  ot"  a  liiK-  of  pott"',  who  fliii^f  tluir 
musir  oil  till'  hrtvzy'  air,  that  Hoats  aloii^  in 
melody. 

Our  «;ciitk-  Lovrlacc  !  tluv  loo  1  hail — hiaiity 
in  all  thy  lini's,  so  (juaiiit  yet  ^laciful.  A  fop- 
lin«;  poL't  thi)ii^h  thou  art,  jhiiiitv  aiul  perfumed, 
yet  still  a  |)oct,  swivt  in  a  ladv's  howiT,  wluri'  all  i> 
fashioned  as  l)(.tit>  the  place  and  tiim-:  a  poit  in- 
deed art  thou,  anil,  what  is  nion-,  mvir  wert  thou 
turned  from  thy  chosen  path  of  duty  hv  praise  or 
purse  —  although  a  poet  and  p(M)r  all  the  days 
of  thy  most  cheipiired  life.  Alas  !  must  we 
contrast  thee  with  ihi-  wcathereoik  of  thi-  rhym- 
ing folk,  bowing  to  Kings,  Protector,  Lords,  and 
all  that  could  pay  golden  coin  for  hi>  j)oesy  'f 
Many  there  be  among  the  scribbling  tribe  who 
emulate  a  Waller's  practice,  and  amble  in  his 
ill-chosen  path ;  how  few  have  the  redeeming 
gift  that  was  his  so  largely  ! 

And  thou  must  not  be  forgotten,  "  O  rare 
Ben  Jonson  !"  for  whom  a  single  sentence  doth 
suffice.  And  him,  "  the  melancholy  Cowley  I"  let 
him  come  too,  with  his  honeyed  wisdom  :  it  will 
be  still  the  sweeter  if  we  think   upon  his  stern 
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bitterness  in  prose.     Let  him  reprove  the  muse 
to  whom  he  owes  his  fame, 

'<  Thou  who  rewardest  but  with  popular  breath, 
And  that  t«x»  after  death   — " 

let    hini    reprove,    yet     not    come    without    her. 
Ah  !  the  poet  is  but  a  sorry  politician  after  all. 

Ye  cannot  do  ill  if  ye  pile  the  verdant  turf 
breast  high  with  those  old  masters ;  those  mighty 
monarchs  of  sweet  song — 

"  Blessings  be  with  tliem  and  eternal  prais«. 
The  Poets  !" 

Bring  them  all,  all,  from  the  ancient  of  days, 
who  have  gained  this  '  praise  eternal,"  to  those  of 
our  own  age,  who  have  laboured  for,  and  will 
also  obtain  it.  And  chiefly  among  such  as  have 
sweetly  carolled  among  us  —  still  more,  if  ye 
be  young  and  wann-liearted,  with  tlie  affections 
pure  and  true  within  vou — bring  the  dear  lays 
of  a  poet — a  ladye  poet, — a  })oet  who  will  lu)ld 
rank  among  the  best,  when  life  shall  have  given 
place  to  immortality. — How  gladly  do  I  add  the 
tribute  of  admiration  to  the  gift  of  friendship. 
■^In  her  own  eloquent  words  may  we  give  our 
thoughts  utterance. 


THE    BrCCAM:i:K.  31 

''  .Mt'lhiiik«t  it  is  not  much  to  die — 

To  die,  uiid  leave  behind 
A  spirit  in  the  hearts  of  men, 

A  voice  amid  our  kind  ; 
Wlien  Fame  and  Death,  in  unison. 
Have  given  a  thousand  lives  for  one. 

"  Our  thoughts,  we  Hve  again  in  them, 
Our  nature's  nohlest  part  ; 
Our  life  in  many  a  memory. 

Our  home  in  many  a  heart : 
When  not  a  lip  that  hreathes  our  strain, 
But  calls  us  into  life  again." 

But  fail  not,  above  all,  to  briiif;  the  one  who 
comprehends  the  whole ;  whose  name  is  to  be 
fount!  in  every  school-boy  book,  written  in  living 
letters — worils  that  breathe;  to  whom  the  hearts 
of  multitudes  were  as  one  most  simple  instrument, 
which  he  could  tune  and  tone  unto  his  pleasure. 
The  birds  taught  him  their  language  —  the 
forest  leaves  had  life  within  their  veins,  and  talk- 
ed with  him  of  Nature's  mysteries.  The  broad 
sea  sent  its  homage  by  a  thousand  sprites,  fresh 
from  their  coral  beds,  who  watched  him  in  his 
dreams,  or  by  those  sylvan  glens  wherein  he  wan- 
dered— riding  the  salt-sea  foam,  or  the  light  spray 
of  the  v.ild  cataract,    they  sung  the  melodies  of 
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river  and  of  ocean  into  his  soul.  The  Ix-ings  of  air, 
that,  atom-like,  float  in  the  clearest  a-ther,  bathe  in 
the  li(jui(l  (U\v,  or  drink  their  nectar  from  the 
honey-bells  of  the  wild  heatiier  bloom,  called  him 
their  brother,  and  prated  of  their  tricks  in  gay 
familiarity.  Oh,  world  I  art  tliou  tlie  self-same 
world  that  Shakspeare  trod  u\Hm'f 

And  there's  another  tcK),  who  stands  alone  in 
his  sublimity — who  dared  the  mysteries  of  Para- 
dise, and  connnuned  with  anf^els — angels  Ixjth  of 
hell  anil  heaven — a  giant-master,  yet  a  man  of 
beauty,  wisdom,  simplicity,  knowletige.  Heboid 
him  as  he  sits,  within  the  tapestrieil  chaml>er  at 
Hampton  Court  !  'Tis  the  same  r(M)m  in  which  tiie 
Protector  sat  last  night  ;  but  how  changed  its  as- 
pect, just  by  the  presence  of  that  one  man  !  How 
different  is  the  feeling  with  wliieh  we  regard  men 
of  ereat  enerirv  and  men  of  <;reat  talent.  Milton, 
blind — blind,  powerless  as  to  iiis  actions,  over- 
whelming in  his  genius,  grasping  all  things  and 
seeing  into  them,  not  with  the  eyes  of  flesh,  but 
those  of  mind,  altering  the  very  atmosphere 
wherein  we  move,  stilling  the  air  that  we  mav 
hear  his  oracles  ! 
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The  room  is  oia-  of  uu)>l  turiou>  l'asliit)ii,  ami 
liiiii<;  with  the  olilt'st  tajHstry  in  Knghiml,  li;^ht- 
t'll  on  either  siili'  hv  loni^  uiiti  narrow  windows, 
that  arc  i-vi-n  now  t'urnislK-d  as  in  the  time  of  thr 
ohi  Cardinal  who  huilt  thrni.  (hi  the  htw  scat 
formed  \sithin  thi-  wall  the  Tott  >at.  Who 
woulil  sufier  a  thou«;ht  of  the  ambitious  W'olsey 
or  the  sensual  Henry  io  intriule  where  onee  they 
held  gay  revels  and  nuieh  minstrel>v  in  their 
most  tyrant  pastimes?  Cromwell,  the<;reat  I'ro- 
teetor,  even  ('romwell  is  for;,^)tten  in  the  more 
glorious  eompanv  of  one  both  poor  and  hiiiid  ! 
Me  sat,  as  we  deserihe  him,  within  tin-  t.inl)ra»ure 
of  the  narrow  window  ;  the  heat  ami  brightness 
of  the  sunnner  sun  eame  full  upon  his  head,  the 
hair  upon  whieh  was  full  anil  rich  as  ever,  parted 
in  the  centre,  and  falling  in  waving  curls  (juite  to 
his  shoulders  ;  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  vacancy, 
but  their  expression  was  as  if  connniming  with 
some  secret  spirit,  enlivening  thus  his  darkness  ; 
he  seemed  not  old  nor  young,  for  the  lines  upon 
his  face  could  not  be  considered  w  rinkles — tokens 
were  they  of  care  and  thought — such  care  and 
such  thought  as  ^Milton  might  know  and  feel, 
c  5 
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He  was  habited  with  extraordinary  exactness ; 
his  linen  of  the  finest  (juality,  and  Iiis  vest  and 
doublet  put  on  with  an  evident  attention  to  even 
minute  appearance.  His  hands  of  trans]>arent 
whiteness  were  clasped,  as  if  lie  were  attending 
to  some  partiiular  discourse;  Ik-  was  alone  in 
that  vast  chamber, — vet  not  alone,  for  (iod  was 
with  him, — not  in  outward  form,  but  in  inward 
spirit.  It  was  the  Sabbath-dav,  and  ever  ob- 
served in  tile  Protector's  familv  with  res|x^-t  and 
reverence.  The  morning-meeting  was  over,  and 
Cromwell  in  his  closet,  "wrestling,""  as  he  was  wont 
to  term  it,  "  with  sin."  Silence  reignetl  through 
all  the  courts — that  due  and  reverend  silence 
whieh  betokens  thoughtfulness,  and  attention  to 
one  of  the  Alnn'ghty's  first  connnands — ''  Keep 
holy  the  sabbath-day,"  given  when  he  ordained 
that  man  should  rest  from  his  labours  in  com- 
memoration that  he  himself  set  an  examjile  of 
repose  after  calling  the  broad  earth  into  existence 
and  beauty.  'IMie  poet  sat  but  for  a  little  time 
in  that  wide  silence;  yet  who  would  not  give  a 
large  portion  of  their  everyday  existence  to  have 
looked  on  him  for  tliose  brief  moments,  moments 
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wliicli  lor  tluir  lull  tccliii^  iiii^^lit  |)l.iv  tiu-  part 
of  years  in  our  lifi-'s  lalciular  ?  lilosi'il  linlv 
tiuK'!  —  uluii  \\i'  lan  look  on  genius,  and  cattli 
till-  i^cu\s  that  tall  from  it>  li|)^  !  Yt-t  Milton 
spoke  not, — he  only  looked  ;  anil  still  his  looks 
were  lieavenwaril — turned  towards  that  lleayen 
from  whence  they  eau<:;ht  their  inspiration,  lie 
heard  the  sound  of  comin«;  footsteps,  and  loyin^ 
cjuiet  on  that  holy  day,  withdrew  to  hi>  own 
chand)er.  How  empty  now  appeared  the  tapes- 
tried hall  !  as  when  some  great  eclipse  shuts 
to  the  golden  portals  of  the  sun,  and  steeps  the 
earth  in  darkness  I 

Soon  after  Milton's  departure,  the  Protector 
entered,  in  conyersation  with  his  Secretary,  Tliur- 
loe  ;  and  although  it  was  the  sabbath-dav,  there 
was  an  air  of  anxiety  and  eagerness^  tibout  him, 
which  made  his  step  more  hurried,  itujTe  abrupt 
than  usual.     He  suddenly  stopped,  and  said, 

"  Pray  God  that  Colonel  Jones  and  the  troop 
arriyed  in  time  !  Lady  Frances,  methinks,  must 
haye  known  something — seen  something — How- 
eyer,  now  all  shall  be  investigated.  Pray  God 
they  arrived  in  time  !" 
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He  then  took  from  a  large  |)ocket-book  a  set 
of  tablets,  and  having  read  tlierein  for  a  few 
minutes,  suddenly  turning  to  Thurloe,  exclaimed, 
"  What !  is  this  indeed  the  tenth  T 

"  Even  so,"  replied  the  Secretary. 

"  Then  have  I  business  which  requires  im- 
mediate attention,"  said  hi««  Highness.  "  Be- 
hold !  I  had  nearly  forgotten  both  the  promise 
and  the  appointment ;  but  spare  nor  haste  nor 
trouble  !  Under  the  archway,  at  the  left-hand 
side  of  GrayVInn,  after  you  pass  the  house 
whose  corners  are  bound  with  white  stones,  the 
walls  being  of  red  brick — under  that  arch  vou 
will  see  a  man — now  mark  nic — a  man  wearing 
a  green  cloak,  the  collar  being  of  velvet  ;  and, 
to  distinguish  him  the  more  perfectly,  you  will 
perceive  thiU  his  hat  is  banded  by  a  small  blue 
riband,  of  tin  narrowest  breadtii  :  his  left  hand 
will  be  uncovered,  and  placed  upon  liis  breast, 
and  on  its  centre  finger  will  be  a  broad  hoop 
ring  of  jet.  Be  there  exactly  as  the  clock  of 
St.  Paul's  strikes  three-quarters  past  four  ;  and 
speak  thou  no  word,  nor  make  sign,  except  to 
put   this   bill  into    his    hand,    which,    as    thou 
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seest,  is  for  twenty  thousaiul  [)ouiuls,  paval)lt' 
to  the  bearer  at  Genoa.' 

"  Is  it  yoiir  Hi^hness's  pleasure  that  I  take 
no  receipt  r*" 

'*  It  is  not  needed — you  can  return  hither  by 
tile  evenin«ij  meal." 

The  Secretary  bowed,  and  withdrew  ;  and  at 
the  same  moment,  the  tram})ling  of  many  horses 
sounded  in  the  paved  court-yard ;  and  looking 
from  the  window,  Cromwell  beheld  the  arrival 
of  Colonel  Jones,  and  his  prisoner,  Sir  \\'illmott 
Burrell. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

The  base  and  guilty  bribes  of  guiltier  men 
Shall  be  thrown  back,  and  Justice  look  as  when 
She  loved  the  earth,  and  feaied  not  to  be  sold 
For  that  which  worketh  all  things  to  it,  gold. 

Bex  Joksox. 

"  The  course  of  justice  must  not  be  delayed, 
although  it  be  the  sabbath,""  said  the  Protector  ; 
and,  having  hastily  ascertained  that  his  officer 
had  arrived  at  Cecil  Place  in  time  to  prevent 
the  intended  marriage,  he  immediately  ordered 
that  Colonel  Jones  and  Sir  WiDmott  Burrell 
should  be  at  once  ushered  into  his  presence. 
At  the  same  time  he  dispatched  one  of  his  pages 
to  command  the  attendance  of  Manasseh  Ben 
Israel. 
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AV'liL'U  tlic  Kiii^lit  cntcretl,  he  was  received 
l)V  Cromwell  with  his  usual  show  of  courtesy, 
lie  appeared,  however,  with  a  ilowncast  look,  his 
hands  folded  over  his  lx)soni,  and  his  inind  made 
up  to  the  approaching  contest  with  one  whom 
he  well  knew  to  be  as  profound  and  accom- 
plished a  dissimulator  as  himself,  when  dissimu- 
lation was  the  weapon  wherewith  he  desifrned 
to  fight. 

Sir  Willmott  briefly  apologized  for  his  travel- 
worn  and  soiled  habiliments,  and  displayed  a 
due  portion  of  surj)rise  and  indignation  at  being 
torn  from  his  bride  in  the  midst  of  the  mar- 
riage ceremony.  The  Jew  trembled  with  agi- 
tation, and  would  have  interrupted  the  Pro- 
tector's more  slow,  but  not  less  sure,  proceed- 
ings, had  he  not  been  prevented  by  a  timely 
check  from  Cronnvell,  who  bent  his  brow  towards 
him  with  a  peculiar  and  warning  expression. 

"  It  cannot  be  supposed,  Sir  Willmott,'"'  he 
observed,  in  a  calm,  and  even  friendly  tone, 
"  but  that  1  regret  exceedingly  being  compelled 
to  trouble  you  in  this  manner,  and  at  such  a 
time.      You    will   be   made   aware   that    I    have 
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been  called  upon  to  perform  a  double  duty ; 
first,  to  my  worthy  and  excellent  friend  Ma- 
nasseh  Ben  Israel,  with  the  nature  of  whose  sus- 
picions (it  muketh  a  Christian  soul  .shudder  to 
think  upon  it)  you  are  already  acquainted  — 
and  next,  to  the  lady  wIkj  was  about  to  lx*come 
your  wife.  Her  Highness  has  long  and  trulv 
loved  her :  and  she  is,  morc^over,  somewhat  re- 
lated, (although  only  after  the  Kpiscopalian 
fashion,)  to  my  most  beloved  daughter.  I  was, 
therefore,  bound  to  have  especial  care  concern- 
ing the  maiden's  bridal." 

"  The  Ladv  Frances  Cromwrll  lould  liave 
informed  your  Highness  that  Mistress  Constan- 
tia  was,  of  her  own  free  will,  a  partv  to  the 
ceremony."" 

"  I  do  not  dispute  it.  Now  our  business  is 
to  satisfy  the  mind  of  our  friend  here,  as  tt)  vour 
alleged  conduct  towards  his  onlv  chiKl.  It  is 
a  noble  matter  in  our  laws,  and  one  tliat  we 
may  well  be  proud  of,  that,  by  Ciod's  blessing, 
every  man  is  considered  iuntKent  until  he  Ik* 
proven  guilty.  The  Lord  forbid  that  I  should 
lav  aught  of  sin  unto  vour  charge  ! — vou.  who 
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liuve  aj)i)fariil  at  all  tiiius  a  Miri-  and  a  safe 
pro))  imtt)  (»ur  (ominonwcalth.  DuubtU-ss  you 
saw  thf  Lady — Zillali :  siiy  you  not,  worthy 
Kal)l)i,  that  the  inaiikirs  naiiie  was  Zillah  r' 

'•  Kvcn  S(»,""  ri'pliid  the  Jew,  with  a  hitter 
sigh  ;  '*  she  was  nanied  alter  lur  mother.*" 

'*  You,  iloubtless,  saw  lur,  aiul,  >truek  l)y  her 
beautv,  which  we  hear  was  most  marvelU)Us,  paiil 
her  more  courtesy  than  was  tjuite  fitting  in  a 
betrothed  man.  IJut  Satan  lays  many  snares 
for  the  unwarv,  ami  beauty  is  a  jK-ril  that  few 
men  altogether  esca})e.  \'erily,  it  is  of  the  evil 
one.  But  there  are  excuses  ;  at  least  there  may 
be  excuses,  especially  in  such  a  land  a^  France, 
where  temptation  assumes  every  seducing  form  ; 
and  a  young  woman,  like  this  lady,  nn'ght 
have  been  easily  led  to  believe  your  courtliness 
to  be  that  of  the  heart,  whereas  it  was  only 
that  of  the  manner." 

The  Rabbi  stood  aghast,  his  friend  Cromwell 
talked  in  a  tone  so  much  more  moderate  than 
he  had  expected — he  knew  not  what  to  think. 
Even  Burrell,  who  had  anticipated  a  thunder- 
storm, was  deceived  by  the  calm ;   and,  after  con- 
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sidering  a  moment  that  the  Protector  would  not 
speak  thus  if  he  had  really  received  any  com- 
munication from  Hugh  Dalton,  replied,  breath- 
ing freely  for  the  first  time  since  he  received  the 
mandate  to  appear  at  Hampton  Court, 

"  It  is  possible  she  might  have  been  led  to 
such  belief,  though,  as  I  have  before  assured  her 
father,  I  had  no  intention  so  to  mislead  his 
daughter.  It  is  very  hard  to  be  suspected  of 
a  crime  so  base  ;  and " 

"  But  innocence  wears  a  robe  of  such  pure 
light,"  interrupted  the  Protector,  "  that  it  will 
shine  in  the  darkest  night,  as  yours  will,  if  you 
are  innocent.  Know  you  how  the  fair  Jewess 
became  possessed  of  this  picture .''  Nay,  I  should 
hesitate  to  think  harshly  of  you,  even  if  you  had 
given  it  to  her,  which  you  miglit  have  done  in 
pure  friendliness,  although  the  world  —  it  is  a 
harsh  and  ill-judging  world — might  condemn  vou 
on  such  ground.  But  we  have  ourselves  suf- 
fered so  much  from  its  wrong  judgment  as  to 
have  learned  mercy  towards  others.  Friendship, 
excellent,  right,  true  friendship,  mav  exist  be- 
tween man  and  woman  in  our  advanced — av,  and 
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in  our  younfr  years.  Why  .should  it  not  ?  Or, 
as  the  picture  is  of  excellent  painting,  and  the 
young  lady,  it  would  seem,  desired  accomplish- 
ment in   that   useless  art,   you   might   have    lent 

it  her  as  a  study — or " 

"  I  certainly  did  not  give  it,"  replied  Burrell; 
"  but  I  have  some  idea  of  having  lent  it,  witii 
sundry  Flemish  drawings.  Your  Highness  may 
remember  that  several  gentlemen,  attached  to  the 
embassy  at  Paris,  came  away  hastily.  1  was 
one  of  those." 

Hereupon  the  Rabbi  would  have  spoken,  for 
he  remembered  how  Sir  Willmott  had  told  him 
that  the  picture  was  not  his  ;  but  the  Protector 
again  stayed  him,  seeking  to  entangle  Burrell  in 
a  web  of  his  own  weavinfj. 

"  You  visited  the  lady  frequently  .''" 
"  Not  very  frequently.  1  told  Manasseh  Ben 
Israel,  when  first  he  injured  me  by  this  most 
unjust  suspicion,  that  I  did  not  often  see  her, 
and  when  I  did,  it  was  to  ascertain  if  there  were 
any  letters  she  desired  to  transmit  to  Ensland." 

"  Not   from    the  carnal  desire  of  paying  her 
homage  ?"" 
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"  How  could  your  Highness  suppose  it  was  ?" 

"  You  but  now  confessed  she  might  so  have 
interpreted  your  civilities.  But  —  know  you 
aught  of  one  Hugh  Dal  ton — a  free-trader  ?" 

"  Know  —  know  —  know,  your  Highness  ?  I 
know  him  for  a  most  keen  villain  !"  replied  the 
Master  of  Burrell  warmly. 

"  Indeed  !  —  But  you  scorned  not  to  employ 
him." 

Burrell  was  silent ;  for,  though  he  had  jour- 
neyed full  fifty  miles,  he  had  not  been  able  to 
form  any  plan  of  defence,  if  Cromwell  should 
really  be  aware  of  the  arrangements  entered  into 
in  the  cavern  of  the  Gull's  Nest  Crag.  Such  he 
now  dreaded  was  the  fact,  not  only  from  tlie 
appearance  of  a  paper  the  Protector  drew  forth, 
but  from  the  fact  that  the  seeming  calmness  was 
fading  from  his  brow.  All  that  remained  was 
stoutly  to  deny  its  being  in  his  hand-writing  : 
it  was  a  case  that  finesse  could  in  no  way  serve. 

"  Did  your  Highness  mean  tliat  I  employed 
this  man  ?"  he  said  at  last,  with  a  clever  mingling 
of  astonishment  and  innocence  in  his  voice  and 
manner. 
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Duriiif^  a  brief  pause  that  followed,  the  eye  of 
Cromwell  was,  as  it  were,  nailed  upon  his  coun- 
tenance. 

"  I  do  mean,  Sir  Willniott  Burrell,  that 
you  scorned  not  to  employ  this  man.  —  Know 
you  this  hand-writing  ?" 

Sir  ^V^illmotfs  worst  fears  were  confirmed, 

"  Permit  me,"  he  said,  glancing  over  the  do- 
cument ;  then,  looking  from  it  with  most  mar- 
vellous coolness,  he  raised  his  eyes,  exclaiming, 
"  Sir,  there  is  a  plot  for  my  destruction  !  This 
hand-writing  is  so  well  feigned,  that  I  could  have 
sworn  it  my  own,  had  I  not  known  the  total  im- 
possibility that  it  could  so  be  !" 

''  I  have  seen  your  hand-writing  before: — write 
now,  Sir." 

Burrell  obeyed — took  the  pen  in  his  hand,  and 
Cromwell  noted  that  it  trembled  much. 

"  Sir  Willmott,  I  believe  you  in  general  place 
your  paper  straight." 

"  Please  your  Highness,  I  do  ;  but  I  am  not 
cool  —  not  collected  enough  to  act  as  calmly  as 
at  my  own  table.  The  knowledge  in  whose  pre- 
sence I  sit,  might  agitate  stronger  nerves  than 
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mine.  Behold,  Sir,  the  villain  counterfeited 
well ;  the  W  is  exact,  even  in  the  small  hair- 
stroke —  the  ^^s  are  crossed  at  the  same  dis- 
tance, and  the  IPs  are  of  the  height  of  mine : — a 
most  villainous,  but  most  excellent  counterfeit !" 

"  Which  ?"   inquired  the  Protector  :  "  which 
mean  ye  is  the  counterfeit  —  the  writing  or  the 

writer  ? Without    there  !  —  Call    in     Robin 

Hays.     Sir  Willmott  Burrell,  Sir  Willmott  Bur- 
rell  !    the   Lord  deliver   me  from  such  as  thou 
art  !"   he  continued,   swelling  and  chafing   him- 
self into  anger,  '  pricking  the  sides  of  his  intent,' 
that  so  he  might  overwhelm  the  dastard  Knight. 
"  We   doubted,  Sir,   at  first,  but  we  doubt  no 
longer.     Sir,  you  have   robbed  that  old  man  of 
his  daughter  !     You  have,  by  so  doing,  perjured 
your  own  soul,  and  brought  most  foul  dishonour 
upon  England.     I  once  heard  you    talk  of  pa- 
triotism :    a  true  patriot  loves  his    country   too 
well  to  commit  a  dishonourable  action  !     Sir,  I 
have  learned  that  you  were  married  to  the  Jewish 
girl." 

"  Please  your  Highness,"  interrupted  INIanas- 
seh  at  length,  "  I  do  not  wish  the  marriage :  if 
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tliere  be,  as  we  suppose,  a  marriage,  I  wish  it 
not  kept;  I  only  want  my  wretched  and  de- 
luded child." 

"  Your  pardon,  good  Rabbi.  I  am  Protector 
of  the  rights,  and  not  the  fantasies,  of  those  who 
inhabit  England,  and  I  hold  no  sinecure.  You 
may  well  turn  pale,  Master  of  Burrell  !  —  O 
Lord  !  that  such  should  dwell  in  the  tents  of 
Judah  !  —  that  such  should  remain  sound  in  life 
and  limb,  blessed  with  carnal  and  fleshly  com- 
forts ! — that  such  reptiles  should  crawl  among 
us  —  be  fed  by  the  same  food,  warmed  by  the 
same  sun,  as  just  men  !  No,  no,  Manasseh  ;  if 
there  has  been  a  marriage,  as  sure  as  the  Al- 
mighty governs  Heaven,  it  shall  be  kept !  Nay, 
Sir  Willmott  Burrell,  never  dara  to  knit  your 
brows.  Justice,  Sir,  justice  to  the  uttermost,  is 
what  I  desire  in  this  country  !  Dost  remember 
the  fate  of  Don  Pantaleon  Sa,  the  Portugal  am- 
bassador's brother  —  a  Knight  of  Malta,  and  a 
person  eminent  in  many  great  actions.?  Dost 
remember  him,  I  say — that  he  died  the  death  of  a 
murderer,  according  to  the  Scripture,  '  he  that 
sheddeth  man's  blood,  by  man  shall  his  blood  be 
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shed.'  Justice  shall  be  satisfied! — Not  that  I 
seek  to  confound  you  without  a  hearing.  But 
here  comes  one,  once  a  retainer  of  your  own, 
w^ho  can  point  out  where  the  lady  is/' 

Robin  Hays,  little  conscious  of  the  fate  that 
had  befallen  Barbara,  entered  with  niucli  ala- 
crity, for  he  was  glad  of  anything  that  afforded 
him  change  of  place. 

"  What,  Robin  Hays!"  said  Burrell.  "  Me- 
thinks  your  Highness  has  assembled  most  credit- 
able witnesses  against  me — a  Jew,  and  a  tiling 
like  that  !" 

"  No  sneering,  Sir. — This  person  asserts  tliat 
Zillah  Ben  Israel  came  over  in  the  Fire-fly." 

"  Ah  !  with  Hugh  Dalton,"  said  Sir  Willmott, 
thrown  off  his  guard  at  what  he  conceived  the 
Skipper's  utter  faithlessness ;  then  muttering,  "  I 
thought " 


"  No  matter  what.  Methinks  this  confirms 
the  document  you  denied,"'  observed  the  Protec- 
tor, whose  rage  had  somewhat  subsided.  "  No, 
not  with  Hugh  Dalton,  as  you  imagine.  Sir  Will- 
mott, but  with  a  man  of  the  name  of  Jeromio, 
an  Italian.      The   description    answers  in   every 
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respect  — the  dark  eye,  the  black  Iiair,  the  sal- 
low aspect  —  all."' 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Colonel  Jones,  who  had  been 
present  diirino-  the  examination,  leaning  against 
one  of  the  window-frames,  and  taking  much 
note  of  all  that  passed.  "  Indeed  !  then  doth 
the  Lord  work  marvellously,  and  wonderful 
is  his  name  !  for  it  was  to  all  appearance  a  fo- 
reign woman,  or  rather  fiend  —  one  with  a  pale 
cheek  and  jetty  locks,  who  interrupted  the  bridal 
at  Cecil  Place,  and  slew  the  fair  young  maid  that 
waited  on  Mistress  Cecil !" 

"  Why  told  ye  not  this  before  ?"  inquired 
Cromwell  hastily,  while  the  Rabbi  advanced 
towards  the  soldier  with  great  eagerness  as  the 
Protector  spoke.  But  there  was  another  whose 
blood  ran  icy  cold  as  the  words  of  Colonel  Jones 
were  uttered.  He  stood  for  a  moment  as  if  sud- 
denly smitten  with  some  cruel  malady,  the  next 
touch  of  which  would  be  death ;  then  he  pushed 
boldly  past  Sir  Willmott,  and  grasping  the 
soldier's  arm,  said  in  a  broken  husky  voice,  "  In 
God's  name,  who  was  slain .''"" 

VOL.    III.  D 
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"  A  modest-looking  maid,  whom  they  called 
Barbara, — yes,  Barbara  was  the  name." 

Robin  spoke  not  again,  nor  did  he  move  from 
the  Colonel's  side,  though  his  hand  relaxed  its 
grasp  :  he  stood  and  looked  like  a  creature  to 
whom  the  grave  had  refused  rest — a  being  whose 
breath  and  blood  were  frozen  and  congealed,  at 
the  moment  when  life  and  its  energies  were  most 
needed ;  strong  passion,  powerful  feeling  were 
upon  his  countenance,  and  remained  there  as  if 
the  spell  of  some  magician  had  converted  him  to 
stone.  The  effect  which  this  scene  produced 
upon  the  Protector  was  evidence  that  he  had  a 
heart  where  the  milk  of  human  kindness  flowed, 
and  must  once  have  flowed  abundanth',  however 
circumstances  might  have  chilled  its  generous 
source.  Deeply  anxious  as  he  was  as  to  the  re- 
sult of  the  investigation,  running  full  tilt  at  the 
difficulty  he  encountered,  having  the  means  of 
overwhelming  the  Master  of  Burrell  within  his 
reach,  he  suff'ered  the  Jew  to  continue  a  series 
of  questions  to  Colonel  Jones,  while  he  spoke  to 
Robin — soothing  and  caressing  him  as  a  father 
would    have    soothed     and    caressed  an    afflicted 
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child.  But  this  imbendin*^  of  his  sterner  nature 
was  lost  upon  the  unhappy  Han<jjer ;  he  could  not 
have  replied  if  he  would  ;  all  his  faculties  were 
suspended,  and  he  remained  in  silence  and  with- 
out motion,  unconscious  of  the  Protector's  con- 
descending kindness. 

"  'Tis  ever  thus/'  ejaculated  Oliver,  looking 
upon  the  sad  figure  now  by  his  side.  "  'Tis 
ever  thus ;  there  never  was  a  noble  heart  but 
the  blight  fell  on  it ;  doubtless  he  loved  the 
maid  :  the  Lord  be  with  us  !  He  is  seized — pray 
the  Almighty  not  for  death."  He  struck  iiis 
dagger  on  a  hand-bell  that  lay  upon  the  tab'e, 
ordered  that  his  own  surgeon  should  attend 
Robin  with  all  due  speed,  and  then  walked  kind- 
ly by  his  side  to  the  opened  door,  where  he  de- 
livered him  to  a  favourite  attendant.  Those  in 
the  ante-room  who  had  witnessed  Cromwell's 
gentleness  to  Robin  Hays  were  profuse  in  their 
offers  of  assistance  to  one,  whom,  but  a  little  while 
before,  they  had  jested  at  and  insulted.  Courtiers 
are  as  rife  in  republics  as  in  king-governed  coun- 
tries. Your  sycophants  bow  to  the  power,  and 
not  to  the  person.  Dress  but  a  dog  in  royal 
D  2 
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robes,  and  call  him  Emperor — Protector — King, 
and  thousands  will  rejoice  loudly  if  he  l)iit  wag 
his  tail. 

Cromwell  returned  to  hi>  investigation,  and 
interspersed  his  (juestionings  witli  juuch  bitter- 
ness 'of  remark  —  the  more  st)  as  he  fcaretl  his 
chain  of  ividmce  was  in  some  degree  incom- 
plete, although  no  moral  doubt  could  remain 
on  the  mind  of  anv  person  as  to  the  Master 
of  BurrelTs  guilt.  Colonel  Jones  failetl  not  lo 
show  how  anxious  Sir  Willmott  had  In^en  that 
Zillah  should  escape,  and  tlu-  Habbi's  agitation 
bordered  on  madness  when  he  contemplatitl  the 
new  crime  into  which  hi>  wrctchetl  daughter  had 
been  led. 

"  Brand  me  as  you  please ;  think  of  me  in 
vour  good  judgment  as  you  will.  I  am  a  frcx- 
man  ;  free  to  go  as  to  come  ;  and  as  your  High- 
ness cannot  detain  me  on  legal  grounds,  I  am  at 
lil)ertv  to  depait."'" 

Sir  \\'illm()tt  liad  scarcely  fini>he<l  the  sen- 
tence, when  Gracious  Meanwell,  having  first 
knocked,  and  receivetl  permission  to  enter,  ad- 
v.-invvd  with  a  small  and  pecidiar-looking  packet 
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ill  hi-  haiul  ;  it  was  loiiipost-d  of  slij)s  ol"  ))arcli- 
mt'iit,  and  the-  (liiivtiuu  was  in  |»nnti(K  not 
written  letters. 

''I  crave  your  Hij^hness's  pardon;  but  a 
sailor-like  lad  l)rniiL,'lit  thi.>  to  the  <;reat  j^Mte, 
and  woulil  take  no  dinial,  but  that  it  should  he 
^ivcn  immediately  to  your  Highness,  sjiyinj;  that 
he  fouiul  it  han«rin<;  in  some  out-o'-the  way  place, 
betwixt  heaven  and  earth,  far  oH'  in  the  \^\v  of 
Shepev,  and  seeing  that  it  was  directed  to  your 
Highness,  he  came  straightway  to  delivir  it  ;  he 
prevailed  on  the  j)orters  to  forward  it  up,  which 
thev  ilid,  knowing  that  \iiur  Highness  wishes 
nothing  of  the  sort  to  bi'  krpt  back.*" 

While  Meanwcll  spoke,  ('romwcll  was  undoing 
or  rather  tearing  ojien  the  j)arcel ;  and  the  man 
was  about  to  withdraw  with  all  the  court  ob- 
servance which  the  Protector  would  not  lack. 

"  The  manifestation  of  the  Lord  !  The  mani- 
festation of  his  righteous  judgments!  His  ways 
are  clear  in  Israel,  and  mighty  is  his  name  !  — 
Look  here,  Colonel  Jones ;  my  worthy  friend 
Manasseh  Ben  Israel,  behold  !  Is  it  not  wonder- 
ful !     Gracious  Meanwell,  see  that  the  bearer  of 
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this  be  well  cared  for,  but  safely  kept.  We  will 
speak  witli  him  (Uirselves.  ( )f  a  truth  it  i>  won- 
derful !" 

Such  were  the  words  (»f  Ooiuwell  ;v-s  he 
scanned,  with  a  raj)id  l)ut  scrutinizing  glance, 
each  of  the  several  ])apers  contained  in  the  par- 
cel ; —  first,  a  certificate  of  niarriapc  between  Sir 
Willniott  Hurrell  and  Zillah  Hen  Israel,  as 
performed  by  one  Samuel  A'erdaie  a  monk  re- 
siding at  the  Benedictine  Friary  in  the  "  Fau- 
b<)ur<T  St.  Antoinc.'"  at  Paris — next,  manv  letters 
from  tlie  said  Sir  \\'iUmott  Hurrell  to  the  Jewes.s 
— and  histly,  a  love  document  given  Ix-fore  their 
marriage,  wherein  he  plitlged  himself  to  marrv 
Zillah,  ami  to  use  his  influence  with  ("romwell, 
(whom  he  facetiously  termini  vieiti  gnrfon)  to 
induce  her  father  to  pardon  the  undutiful  >te)> 
she  was  about  to  take. 

"  This  is  also  a  counterfeit.  Sir  Willniott,  I 
presume,"  continued  the  Protector,  }K)inting  to 
the  document  ;  "  nor  is  this  in  vour  hand- 
writing— nor  this — and  this  is  not  vt)ur  seal — 
and  tlure  is  no  such  j)erson  as  Samuel  ^'erdaie 
—  nor    such    place   as    the    Benedictine     Friary. 
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or  Villi  >y  I  f^u[)]n)>i:  f  What  I  luivi  you  1<»>1  tin.* 
powiT  of  s|)L'tth  ?  Sluiim' I  shaiiH' !  shame!  aiul 
thi-  fiirM-  of  Nhiiiiir  fall  npnii  vou  !  It  is  mk  h 
iiU'U  as  you  —  suih  crinu's  as  your's,  that  hiiii^ 
distract"  ujioii  Kn^^jlaiid.  Sad  will  l)r  thf  dav 
for  luT,  when  shf  sinks  in  tin-  i-stiniation  of  tlu* 
world  as  a  moral  nation.  Hchold  )ur,  a  small 
sjKrk  in  tin-  immensity  of  the  ;;h)l)e;  yet  ^jreat 
is  her  name  amonir  the  kintfdoms  of  the  earth! 
A  Briton  earries,  or  ou;;ht  to  earrv,  ten  times 
the  inHiRiue  of  any  other  man,  heeause  our 
powt-r  is  o\i-r  the  mind,  o\  er  the  respeet,  over 
the  veneration  of  mankind.  (io  to.  Sir,  n<»u 
are  no  Englishman  !  liehold,  how  ill  j)ros|>er 
your  e\il  eontrivanees  !  Sir,  I  say  afjain,  you 
have  robbed  that  old  m.in  of  his  daughter. — 
\\'hat  say  i/uii  ?" 

"It  was  to  sj)are  that  old  man's  feelings  I 
denied  the  act,"  said  Sir  ^^'illmott,  again  rally- 
ing, yet  wanting  the  courage  that  forms  a  re- 
spectable villain  ;  "  it  was  to  spare  him.  l>ut 
the  marriage  is  nought  !  a  Popish  priest,  a  Pro- 
testant gentleman,  and  an  accursed  Jewess  !  I 
knew  not   your    Highness  would  sanction    such 
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unholy  rites.  Besides,  dehpite  all  thi^,  ihi-  Lady 
Constantia  will  wed  me  yet." 

"  By  the  holy  Heavens,  she  shall  not  !"  ex- 
claimed Cromwell,  forgetting  the  Puritan  Pr«»- 
tector  in  the  soldier,  the  soberness  of  the  age 
in  the  energv  of  the  moment  ;  then  a^  suddenly 
adding,  "  '^I'he  Lord  forgive  me  !  the  I>ord  blot 
out  mine  ini(juities !  See  what  it  i«>  to  have 
to  do  with  sinners  !" 

"Shall  not!"  repeated  Burrell,  who  was  as 
much  of  the  bullv  as  the  coward,  and  still 
trusted  his  cause  to  the  knowletlge  of  Constan- 
tia's  filial  aHVetion,  and  her  readiness  to  sacrifice 
all  for  her  father  ;   "  let  the  Lady  di-cide.'' 

"So  be  it;  thougli  I  hardly  think  it  —  there 
must  be  some  hiilden  motive.  Yet  no,  Sir 
Willmott  Burrell,  I  will  not, — even  if  she  uill, 
I  will  it  otherwise.  Ah  I  think  ye  to  control 
me.''  Didst  ever  hear  of  one  Conv .'  or  of 
IVLivnard  Twisden,  ami  ^^'yndham,  his  counsel .' 
W'luit  if  1  imprison  ye.  Sir  \\'illmott.  till  this 
Jewess  be  found,  and  compel  ye  to  wed  her 
again,  even  here  in  England  I  \\'hat  say  ye 
now  .^" 
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"  ^^'oulcl  you  liavf  nif  wihI  a  mul•(ll•I^s^  r" 
inquired  tlu-  villain,  in  a  oalni  toiu-. 

"  My  cliilil  is  not  that,"  said  tlu-  lieart-hrokiii 
fatlur,  who  had  lirtii  cxaniinin*;  tlu-  |)a|nr>, 
with  ov«.r|>owiTiii<;;  anxii-lv. 

'•  What!  ^o<jd  .^Iana^^^.•h  .-"  irujuiifd  (roiii- 
will. 

*•  That  which  lu-  did  call  her,"  replied  the  jrw. 

"There  iu-e(U  ii<>  farther  parlev.  Colonel 
.Tones,  We  will  ourselt'  aeeon)))anv  our  worthy 
friend  to  the  Isle  of  Shepev,  and  investigate 
more  niinutelv  this  most  unhappv  husiness. 
\'oii  will  take  all  requisite  care  of  Sir  W'illmott 
liurrell,  who  ^oes  with  us — willin<;  or  unwillin<^ 
—  IVrhaj)s  he  would  like  to  a|)j)eal  from  our 
decree  ?  To-nii;ht  we  w ill  set  forth,  so  as  to 
arrive  at  King's-ferry  before  to-niorrow's  sun- 
set ;  for  we  must  stay  an  hour  at  A\'hitehall, 
and  say  a  word  in  passing  to  Colonel  Lilburne, 
at  Elthani." 

*'  How  does  your  Highness  travel  ?"''' 

"  As  befits  our  state,"  replied  the  Protector. 
*'  Worthy  Rabbi,  be  not  cast  down  ;  all  may 
yet  be  well." 

D  .3 
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"  Your  Highness  is  ever  kind  ;  but  justice 
is  inflexible.  My  child  ! — that  which  he  called 
my  child,  rinnrs  in  mine  ear — j)ierccs  it  I  <J 
Father  Abraham  I  1  knew  not  tlu'  <  ur^<  that 
fell  upon  Israel  until  this  day  !" 

"  All  may  vet  Ik*  well,  I  say  again,"  obscrvttl  the 
Protector  ;  "  know  ve  not  what  was  said  by  the 
prophet  of  old — the  prophet  of  the  Lord — *  Now 
thus  saith  the  Lord  that  created  thee,  ()  Jacob, 
and  he  that  formed  tliee,  O  Israel,  fear  not  I"** 

"  May  I  return  and  commune  with  your 
Highness  ?"  craved  Colonel  Jones,  as  he  es- 
corted Burrell  to  the  (K)or — '*  there  i^  niucli 
that  I  would  mention,  ahliouj'h  tliis  is  the 
Lord's  day." 

"  Ay,  certainly. — Gracious  Mcanwoll  I  I  would 
speak  with  him  who  brought  tliis  parcel." 

A  lad  was  introduced  ;  but  he  could  tell  no- 
thing, except  that  passing  along  tlie  crags  of  the 
GulFs  Nest,  (the  Protector  started  at  the  name,) 
he  saw  the  packet  dangling  in  the  air;  he  pulled 
at  it,  and  it  came  easily  away  in  his  liand  ;  and 
finding  it  directed  to  his  Highness,  he  had  been 
recommended    to    briui;   it    forthwith  —  tliat    lie 
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had  riddiii  part  of  tlir  way  in  o)nij)anv  with 
sonu-  who  wvrv  roinin^r  as  far  as  Cfravestiid, 
and  had  'litud"  him.  IIi'  h)(»ked  like  what  hi- 
was,  part  (»\  stir-ihi'd<;rr,  part  smii<;«jlt'r.  Croin- 
wi'Il  saw  iiothiiii;  in  him  that  wonhl  justifX  ih-- 
It-iitioii,  and  di>mi>st-d  him  with  a  lihtral  <,n-a- 
tiiity. 

"  \\\'  shall  solvf  tlu'  mysteries  of  this  (tuITs 
Nest  (ra;^  lufore  we  leave  the  island,"  thought 
the  Protector,  antl  then  proceeded  to  the  ahnost 
hopeless  ta.>k  of  condortin<^r  the  humhled  and 
alllieted   *'  Master  in   Kiael." 
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CHAPTKH   IV. 

Where  I,  a  prisoner  rhain'd,  scarce  fre*ly  draw 
The  air,  imprison'd  also,  dose  and  damp. 
Unwholesome  draught. 

But  here  I  (w\  amend*. 
The  hreaih  of  Heaven  fresh  hlowing.  pure  and  sweiet. 
With  day-spring  born.  MiLTOJt. 

Mv  readers  will,  doubtless,  he  more  interestetl 
in  visiting  Kobin  Havs  than  in  noting  the  pre- 
parations niade  and  the  order  ohservetl  by  the 
Proteetor  for  his  intended  journey.  \\'hen 
Croniwill  j)ut  his  state  upon  him,  he  ilid  it 
with  all  dignitv  ;  there  was  no  sparing  of  ex- 
jjense,  no  scant  of  attendants,  no  lack  of  guards 
— boldly  and  bravely  were  his  arrangements 
formed  ;    for  he  wisely  knew  tliat  plainness  and 


.^iln|)lic•itv,  althoui^h  tluv  iiiav  l)i-  iiiKKistood  and 
appnriati-tl  l>v  tlir  hij^h-iniiuliil,  ari  luKl  in  ntu- 
ti'iiij)t  1)\  till-  low  ami  till-  uiii'tliicati'tl,  l)riaiist* 
iiiiagiiu-ii  to  l>i-  within  tlnir  own  at tainiiunt. 
Had  <  inciniiatus  ruli-d  in  I'ln^dand,  lir  wonld 
ni'viT  liavi-  Iki'II  foolish  i-iiou^h  to  ahandon  a 
kingdom  for  a  plon^^hsharf  ;  surh  an  art  \vouhl 
have  luvn  looki-d  nj)on,  at  li-ast  l)v  niort*  than 
half  tlu-  nation,  as  proiL'ttlin;^  from  vvi-akness 
ratlur  than  trt)m  trnr  >trrngth  of  mind.  The 
Knglish,  notwithstanding^  all  tluir  talk  about 
e(|ualitv,  haw  not  rnthusiasni  (.•noiigli  to  undrr- 
stund  or  to  feci  the  greatness  that  slights,  and 
even  scorns,  magnifieenee  !  a  gilded  ])ageant  wins 
their  hearts  ;  antl  a  title  overturns  their  under- 
standings. ^\'e  will  here  hazard  the  assertion, 
that  if  (Tonnvell  hatl  listened  to  a  \irv  jxiwir- 
fiil  partv,  and  had  aeeepted,  instead  i>f  having 
declined  the  name,  while  he  poiisessed  the  station 
of  a  *'  King,"  he  would  have  conquered  all  the 
obstacles  by  which  he  was  surrounded,  and  have 
bequeathed  a  throne  to  his  son,  that  in  all  hu- 
man probability  would  have  been  continued  in 
his   family,   even    to    our    own    day.     Wc    must 
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leave  this  sentence,  startling  though  it  may  be, 
without  the  arguments  necessary  to  supjMjrt  it; 
certain  it  is,  however,  that  so  thought  the  Pro- 
tector himself,  wlio  considered  that  the  people 
of"  England,  like  tlie  Israelites  of  oUi,  would 
never  be  at  rest  until  they  had  "  a  king  to  rule 
over  tliem." 

It  would  be  a  vain  attempt  to  descril)e  the 
sufferings  of  Robin  Hays,  from  the  moment 
when  the  news  of  Barbara's  death  fell  u|X)n  him 
like  a  thunderbolt,  and  he  (piitted  tlu-  presence 
of  the  Protector  without  the  power  of  reply. 
He  was  sensible  of  only  one  feeling — awake  to 
only  one  emotion — his  heart  echoed  but  to  one 
sensation — his  eyes  burned  within  their  sockets — 
all  things  before  him  were  confused  ;  and  there 
was  but  a  single  image  present  to  hi-«  mind. 
As  if  in  compassion  to  his  jjersonal  ikforniity, 
Nature  had  endowed  him  with  a  degree  of  sen- 
timent and  refinement  perfectlv  at  war  with 
his  habits  and  pursuits.  But  in  his  case,  such 
compassion  was,  if  we  may  so  speak,  cruelty. 
Had  he  been  born  to  a  higher  station,  it  might 
have  been   a  blessing — in  his  present  sphere  it 
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was  H  c'viiM'  —  a  ciirsi-  \sliicli  the  Kaii<;ir  liail 
fV'lt  most  I'oustantlv  and  iiu)st  ac-iitely.  He  hud 
hcvii  laii^flK'd  at  l)v  siuli  as  Hoiipall,  \\lii)  cx- 
idtt'il  in  the  possession  of  imrc  brute  strength  ; 
and  he  had  l)een  sneered  and  seouted  at  hy 
the  gidtly  and  tlie  vain,  who,  dreadin<^  liis  sar- 
easms,  repaid  tlieniselves  Ijy  fnulin<;  out  his  one 
vuhierable  point,  and  probing  it  to  the  <|uiek. 
Barbara  had  stolen  into  his  heart  nneonsei- 
ouslv,  as  a  sweet  and  ([uiet  stream  insinuates 
itself  through  the  bosom  of  somt*  rugged  moun- 
tain, >oftening  and  fertilizing  so  gently,  that 
its  influence  is  seen  and  acknowledged  while  its 
power  is  unaccounted  for  and  its  source  un- 
known. The  belief  that  the  young  Puritan 
entertained  an  afl'ection  for  him,  was  a  belief 
he  hardlv  dared  to  cherisli  ;  but  there  were 
times  when  he  ilid  cherish  it ;  and  it  was  at 
such  times  only  that  his  turbulent  and  restless 
mind  was  enabled  to  find  re])ose :  then  the 
memory  of  her  kindness,  her  gentleness,  her 
tenderness,  would  come  upon  him  like  sleep 
to  the  eyes  of  the  weary — like  a  fresh  well  in 
a    sandy    desert  —  like   a  gentle   spring   after   a 
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stormy  winttr — in  a  \v<»r(l,  like  woman '»»  love, 
wIkmv  it  is  most  l)i»|)f<l,  l)iit  lfa!»t  I(K>ketl  for. 
AS'lKiU'Vir  hr  in(iiilgi*<l  the  itlra  of  lur  aflVc- 
tioii,  lu-  IVIt  liki-  out-  upliftitl  alxjvf  the  world 
—  its  l)ase  sorrows  ami  still  bast-r  j<»v* ;  — 
earth  had  for  him  hut  one  bound  of  ctimfurt — 
it  was  till"  name  of  lu-r  he  lovttl  !  lujt  one 
promise  of  ha])|)iness  ;  and  from  her  it  wa*  never 
ior  a  moment  severed  —  hoix*,  love,  faith,  cen- 
tred ill  lur  —  >1k'  was  his  world,  and  though 
his  wandering  employments  mi^ht  summon  him 
elsewhere,  it  wa>  in  her  presence  alone  that  he 
relished,  or  even  felt  existence.  At  time6,  when 
the  acidity  of  his  nature  force*!  him  to  distrust 
her  smiles,  ami  he  uphraideil  her  though  she 
desorveil  it  not,  hours  of  |K'nitence  could  not 
hlot  out  from  his  own  remembrance  the  act  of 
weakness  and  iiijustiee:  he  |>omlerinl  ujH»n  it 
lon^  after  tht'  tjentle  <;irl  hatl  forfj»)tten  that 
ever  unkind  wonl  had  passetl  In-twivn  thini. 
Beinf]js  of  a  ;;ross  and  fettere*!  nature  cannot 
conceive  (»f  a  love  m)  pure  as  that  which  Bar- 
bara felt  for  the  missha|X'n  Robin — so  jK-rfectlv 
devoid    of  earthly    jiassion,   yet    so    faithful  —  so 
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I'xullttl  —  St.)  tli'voli'tl — M>  i-u^rossin^  !  Slic  had 
luoktHi  so  l<»ii^  on  hin  (li-foriuitii"»,  that  >\\v  had 
fcasc'tl  to  |KTi-t'ivr  thrm  ;  and  nftni  |>ausi'd  ami 
wondtTi'd  what  |h-oj)1c  nuaiit  hy  Mouting  at  his 
pLiimifss.  Hut  thr  fXCrlKiit  and  ^tiitlc  ^irl 
was  ii»i\v  to  thi"  iiMf«»rtiinatr  Kan^iT  only  as  a 
drram  of  thr  j)a>l  —  vaiiishrti  from  of!"  thi*  earth 
liki-  a  swirt  jK-rliinir,  or  a  swtftcr  ineloilv, 
with  thi-  nK-niorv  of  whirh  conu's  thi*  know- 
Icdgi'  that  it  can  he  enjoyed  no  more. 

After  he  had  !)ivn  convevitl  to  another  eham- 
h«.r,  the  j)h\>ician  oriKrid  restoratives  and  im- 
mediate hlivdini^  ; — hut  tinu  did  more  than  the 
kvch's  art  ;  and  the  tir>.t  wish  he  fonuitl  was, 
that  he  mi^^ht  tuiee  more  \s  end  his  «av  t»)  the 
Isle  of  She|K'y,  ami  ^aze  ajjjain,  and  for  the 
last  time,  u|K>n  the  form  of  her  he  loved. 

Once  arousetl  from  his  ior|)or,  tin  means  of 
effecting  his  esea|K»  was  the  first  thing  he  con- 
sidered. He  had  been  remo\eil  to  one  of  the 
lower  r(H)ms,  and  his  a])artment  could  not  be 
termetl  a  iiri^on,  though  the  door  was  fastened 
on  the  outer  side  —  for  the  window  was  not 
more    than    ten    feit    from    the   grouml,    and    un- 
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bolted  —  it  looketl  out  intcj  the  garden,  and  the 
sentinel  placed  beside  that  jxirtion  of  the  build- 
ing had  a  lon/i^cr  range  than  was  usually  allot- 
ted to  the  ))al;ice  guard.  Robin  soon  observed 
that  the  lawn  beneath  was  planted  with  rich 
clusters  of  young  triH'S.  The  hour  for  evening 
prayer  had  arrived  ;  so  that  the  household  would 
be  most  ])robably  engageil,  and  the  garden  free 
from  visiters.  He  looketl  from  the  window — it 
was  one  of  the  loveliest  davs  of  sunnner — a 
ilav  that  at  aiiv  <»thcr  time  he  woidil  have  wel- 
comed with  all  the  enthusiasm  of  a  true  lover 
of  nature;  so  warm  the  air,  m)  >weet  the  flowers, 
so  silentlv  flitted  the  small  insects,  as  if  dreading 
to  disturb  the  repose  of  the  sunbeams  that  slept 
on  the  jjrccn  turf.  Nothing  could  Ik*  more  un- 
like  the  vicinity  of  a  court ;  tiie  very  sentry 
seemed  to  treat  it  as  hallowed  ground — his  step 
was  scarce! V  heard  along  the  soft  grass. 

Robin  dill  not  attempt  to  assume  any  disguise. 

"  1  shall  walk  boldly  when  1  get  out  (.f  the 
eardcn,"'  he  thought,  "  and  if  I  am  taken  liefore 
Cromwell,  I  will  sav  why  1  desire  liberty  ;  I 
only  wisli  to  see  her  once  more,  and  then  farewell 
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to  all  !  the  n-tl  cross  against  iiiv  iiamf,  in  (  Mi- 
vir's  (lark  hook,  niav  In-  dvid  »till  irdcUr — in 
u\\  heart's  l)loo<l  !" 

Althoiijjii  his  arm  was  stiff"  from  thi"  hKvdiiitr 
hi'  had  niidrr<;ono  hut  an  hour  htfons  hf  watch- 
Ci\  till  till-  soldiiT's  hack  was  turned,  and  drojij)cd 
from  the  window.  Ili-  had  scarci-Jv  time  to  con- 
ceal hinisclt'  beneath  a  row  of  ever<^reeii.s  when  the 
sentinel  turned  on  his  path.  Kol)in  crept  on,  from 
tuft  to  tuft — now  under  the  shadow  of  a  tree  — 
now  under  that  of  a  turret,  until  he  found  himself 
dose  to  a  hi^h  wall  which  tianked  the  side  next 
theri\c'r;  and  then  he  hecame  sdiiK  j)rrpK\ed 
as  to  the  method  of  his  further  escape.  To  the 
right  was  a  gate  which,  from  its  position,  he 
judged  led  into  one  of  the  outer  courts,  and, 
notwithstanding  his  first  resolve  of  braving  his 
wav,  habit  and  consideration  induced  him  to 
prefer  the  track  least  frecpiented  or  atl.nded  witli 
risk.  At  the  extremity  of  the  wall,  where  it 
turned  at  a  right  angle  to  afford  an  opening  for 
a  gateway,  grew  an  immense  yew-tree,  solitary 
and  alone,  like  some  dark  and  malignant  giant, 
stretching  out  its  arms   to  battle  with   centuries 
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and  storms  ;  sof'ttned  by  no  sliadow,  chtt-rc-d  In* 
no  sunbeam,  enlivened  by  no  shower,  no  herb 
or  flower  flourished  beneath  its  ban,  but  there 
it  towered,  like  the  spirit  of  evil  in  a  smiling 
world.  The  wall,  too,  was  overgrown  with  ivy — 
the  broad  ivy,  whose  spreading  leaves  hide  every 
little  stem  that  elasps  the  Ikjsoiu  of  the  hard 
stone,  and,  with  most  cunning  wistlom,  extracts 
sustenance  from  all  it  touches.  Robin's  keen  eve 
scanned  well  every  nook  and  corner,  and  he  then 
mounted  the  tree,  conceiving  he  might,  with  little 
difficidtv,  descenil  on  the  other  side,  as  he  per- 
ceived that  the  branches  bent  over  the  w;dl.  IK- 
had  hardlv  reacheil  niidwav,  when  a  voice,  whose 
tones  he  well-remembered,  fell  ujMin  his  ear,  and 
for  a  moment  called  back  his  thoughts  from  their 
sad  and  distant  wanderings.  He  pausetl — the 
sound  was  not  from  the  garden,  nor  the  roof. 
After  much  scrutinv,  he  discovcretl  a  small  aper- 
ture of  about  a  foot  square,  that  was  origi- 
nally a  window,  but  latterlv  had  been  choketl 
by  the  matted  ivy  which  overspread  its  bars.  The 
voice  was  as  of  one  who  has  tasted  the  weariness 
of  life,   and    would   fain   put   awav    the  cup  that 
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wa>.  ;ill  l)iltcriu>>.  It  siin^,  hut  tlif  ^ou^r  wa> 
iMori-  a  iminmir  than  a  hiVi  sorrowful  as  thr 
wiiitt'r's  wind  that  roams  throu;^h  thr  ion^  ami 
« lustering  <^rass  in  xnin'  oKI  thunli-vard,  tfllinj; 

*^  Of  biiKhted  liopt-s  and  {iriMpects  sliadeti. 
Of  liiiriiHl  liiijK'*  rt'liU'liilH'r'd  well, 
Of  iirdiir  i|iifiic)r<l,  uiid  liDiioiir  fiitlccl." 

AN'ith  a  triiiihHti<;  haml  the-  Kaiitxrr  soiii^ht  to 
disentan^k'  thr  ivy  ;  hut  this  hi-  found  it  ahnost 
inip(issil)li'  to  fflrrt  in  c-onsr(|uc  mi-  ot"  thi-  pain 
arisini;'  tVoin  hi>  lift  arm  u  hiiuvi-r  Iu-  sluii^  him- 
self hv  it.  At  Kiii^th  Iu-  in  sonu-  di'<^rt'f  suc-- 
cccded  ;  but  could  see-  nothing,  cxci'pt  that  light 
tanif  up  from  a  chamber,  which,  he  then  be- 
lieved, nni>t  1)1'  lighted  from  beneath,  though 
the  window  diil  not  look  into  the  garden.  The 
voice  still  continued  ;  it  was  one  of  the  songs  of 
I'rovence  that  was  sung — the  uail  of  a  young  girl 
over  the  botlv  of  her  dead  lover,  the  burthen 
of  whicli  was  that  of  the  Psalmist  of  old, 

'•  I  shall  go  to  thee, 
But  thou  canst  never  come  to  me." 

There  was  no  poetry  in  the  song,  but  the  sen- 
timent  touched   the    heart    of   the  afflicted    Ro- 
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bin.  His  breast  heaved  ami  lieaved,  like  the 
swell  of  the  trouljled  sea,  and  then  tears  burst  in 
torrents  from  his  eyes,  and  relieved  his  burning 
and  dizzy  brain. 

"  I  iKvci  thought  to  have  wept  again,^  he 
said,  "  and  I  bless  God  for  the  ease  it  gives 
me ;  yet  why  should  I  bless  that  which  has 
cursed  me  !""  And  again  his  heart  returned  to 
its  bitterness ;  the  hand  that  so  often  had  attuned 
it  to  gentleness,  was  cold — cold  in  death.  Alas  ! 
resignation  is  the  most  dKHcult  lesson  in  the 
Christian  code;  few  iIutl-  are  who  learn  it  to 
perfection — it  requires  a  long  and  a  melancholy 
apprenticeship  ! 

Again  he  endeavoured  to  withiiraw  the  ivy, 
and  once  ventured  to  sjx-ak  ;  but  he  dreaded  to 
raise  his  voice.  "  At  all  events,"  thought  Robin, 
"  I  will  senil  him  a  token  ;  '  and,  extending  his 
hand,  he  dropped  the  paper  ctmtaining  the  lock 
of  hair  wliieh  had  been  given  him  by  the  blithe 
landlady  of  the  Oliver's  Head.  The  ringlet  was 
received,  for  on  the  instant  the  singing  ceased, 
and  presently  M'alter  De  Guerre  called  aloud, 
"  In  the  name  of  God,  who  sends  me  this  r"^ 
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Kittc'ily  ilicl  Robin  ref^ret  that  he  was  totally 
unprovided  with  pencil,  tablets,  or  au<;ht  that 
eould  eonvey  intelligence  to  Walter.  At  anotiier 
time  his  active  genius  would  hav  •  found  some 
means  of  eonnuunieation,  hut  his  laculties  were 
only  halt"  alivi',  and  he  c(»uld  hut  regret  anil 
listen.  It  would  aj)pear,  however,  that,  as  \\'al- 
ter  spoke,  he  was  interrupted  by  some  one  en- 
tering his  chamber,  for  his  voice  suddenly  cea.s- 
ed,  and  though  Kobin  heartl  it  again,  it  was 
in  converse  with  another.  He  listenetl  atten- 
tively for  sonu'  tinii',  but  could  eateh  nothing 
of  the  subject  upon  wjiich  they  s|K)ke. 

As  suddenly  as  the  interview  had  conunenced, 
so  suddenly  did  it  terminate;  for,  though  Robin 
threw  pieces  of  stick  and  fragments  of  mortar 
into  the  aperture,  to  intimate  that  he  continued 
there,  no  answering  signal  was  returned.  I'Jie 
evening  was  drawing  on,  and  persons  passed  and 
repassed  beneath  the  tree — some  of  them  with 
hurried,  some  with  slower  steps  :  at  last  the  self- 
same page  with  whom  he  had  jested  rushed  forward 
in  company  with  the  sentinel,  and  Robin  heard 
him  say — 
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"  I  tell  you,  his  Highness  will  wait  no  forms  ; 
he  commanded  you  instantly  to  come  to  him. 
It  is  impossible  that  a  cat  could  fall  from  that 
window  without  your  seeing  it,  unless  you  were 
asleep  on  your  post." 

"  I  had  no  caution  about  the  window,  Master  ; 
and,  at  all  events,  nothing,  I  am  sure,  could 
pass  from  it,  except  a  spirit,"  replied  the  soldier. 

Immediately  after  the  guard  passed  for  the 
purpose  of  replacing  the  sentinel  ;  and  about  half 
an  hour  afterwards,  there  was  a  bustle  in  the 
courts,  the  tramping  of  brave  steeds,  and  the 
rolling  of  carriage-wheels ;  then  the  braying 
trumpet  sounded  "  to  horse  !"  and  soon  the 
noise  of  much  and  stately  pageantry  was  lost 
in  the  distance.  Robin  Hays  cared  not  to  move 
until  the  palace  was  more  at  rest ;  but  his  medi- 
tations were  continually  disturbed  by  the  passers- 
by.  Had  he  been  disposed  to  listen  or  pay 
any  attention  to  those  who  came  and  went,  he 
could  have  heard  and  seen  things,  from  which 
much  that  was  bitter  and  much  that  was  sweet 
might  have  been  gathei'ed.  He  might  have 
observed    that   a    plain   coat    or    a    simple   hood 
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changes  not  the  nature  of  those  who  wear  it ;  yet, 
on  tlu"  other  hand,  he  wouUl  liave  noted  that  the 
})hiiii  coat  and  simple  hood  })reserve  from  out- 
ward vice,  however  the  inward  tlioughts  may 
triumj)h.  ]Jiit  tlie  watchful  lynx-eyed  Ranger 
was  changed,  sorely,  sadly  changed  ;  in  four  brief 
liours  lie  had  lived  more  than  treble  the  number 
of  years.  He  patiently  lingered,  till  the  shades  of 
evening  closed,  to  effect  an  escape,  that  had  now 
become  more  easy,  inasmuch  as  the  inmates  of  the 
palace  had  nearly  all  retired  to  their  apartments. 
Through  the  agency  of  the  yew-tree,  he  arrived 
at  the  highest  portion  of  the  wall,  and  looking 
over,  perceived  that  a  roof  descended  from  the 
large  coping-stones  on  which  he  stood,  in  a  slant- 
ing manner,  and  that  the  building  communicated 
by  an  arched  covering  to  the  palace  :  the  Thames 
was  not  distant  from  the  base  of  the  building 
more  than  sixty  yards,  so  that  once  down,  his 
escape  was  certain.  Watching  the  movements  of 
a  sentry,  posted  at  some  little  distance  from  the 
gate,  he  slid  along  the  roof,  stretching  himself  at 
full  length,  and  without  any  further  mishap 
crawled  to  the  river's  brink,  plunged  in,  and 
VOL.    III.  E 
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arrived  at  the  Surrey-side  of  the  silver  Thames  in 
perfect  safety.  He  resolved  to  cross  the  country 
to  Bromley  with  as  little  delay  as  possible,  inas- 
much as  he  had  friends  there  who  would  hasten 
his  journey  ; — and  as  concealment  was  no  longer 
needed,  he  thought  that  a  good  steed  would  Ik- 
most  valuable  ;  he  therefore  availed  himself  of 
one  who  was  enjoying  its  evening  meal  quietly 
among  the  Surrey-hills ;  for  the  credit  of  his 
honesty,  however,  it  is  fair  to  record,  he  noted 
the  place,  so  that  one  of  his  agents  could  restore 
the  animal  in  the  course  of  the  following  night. 
By  this  manoeuvre,  and  urging  its  utmost  speed, 
together  with  tlie  assistance  he  received  at  Brom- 
ley,  Robin  arrived  at  King"s-ferry  before  the 
morning  was  far  advanced.  He  did  not  now,  as 
on  former  occasions,  cross  the  Swale  to  Elmley  or 
Harty,  with  a  view  to  avoid  observation,  but 
threw  himself  into  the  boat  of  Jabez  Tippet,  the 
ferryman,  to  Avhom,  as  it  uiay  be  supposed,  he 
was  well  known. 

Jabez  carried  about  him  all  the  external  dis- 
tinctions of  Puritanism —  a  cropped  head — a  down- 
cast eye — a  measured  step,  and  a  stock  of  sighs 
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and  reliprious  Lxclaniations.  There  was  one 
inaxini  that  found  a  ready  response  within  hi.- 
bosom.  "lie  was  all  thin^rs  to  all  men;"  eould 
aid  a  smu^«rler,  drink  with  a  Cavalier,  pray  with 
a  Roundhead.  He  was,  moreover,  a  tall,  j)owcr- 
ful  man — oiu"  who,  if  he  found  it  fittiiiir,  could 
enforce  a  holy  arirumciit  with  a  carnal  weapon  ; 
cuttintr  a  man's  throat,  while  he  exclaimed,  "  It 
is  the  Lord's  will  I  it  is  the  Lord's  will  !"  There 
was  nothing  peculiar  in  his  dress,  except  a  huge 
pair  of  loose  boots,  of  the  thickest  untanned 
leather,  that  reached  considerablv  above  Iiis  knees, 
and  from  frequent  ininiersion  in  tlu-  tide  had 
assumed  a  deep  brown  hue.  His  hat  was  conical, 
and  only  distinguished  by  a  small  dirk  glittering 
in  the  band,  which  he  carried  there  as  a  place  of 
safety  from  contact  with  the  sea-water. 

"  My  gay  Ranger  travelling  in  open  day,  when 
there  is  such  wild  news  abroad  !"  he  said. 

Robin  made  no  reply  ;  and  Jabcz,  who  was 
pulling  at  the  huge  cable,  which  then,  as  well  as 
now,  towed  the  boats  across,  stopped  and  looked 
at  him. 

"  My  bonny  Robin,  what  ails  ye,  man  ?      Has 
e2 
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been  cheated  by  tlic  excise,  or  plunderetl  h\  the 
Roundheads,  or  does  the  strange  trrjuble  they 
say  has  come  uj>on  Hu^li  ]>alton  affect  ye  so 
nuicli  ?"' 

Robin  turned  hi>  head  awav  ;  his  grief  was 
t(X)  deep  to  covet  witnesses. 

"  There's  a  f^nard  of  Ironsides  at  Cecil  Place 
by  tliis  time,"  continued  the  man,  who  began  to 
think  tliat  Robin  was  relapsing  into  one  of  his 
taciturn  fits,  "  anil  XoU  himself  on  the  road, 
which  1  heard,  not  an  hour  past,  from  two  soldiers, 
who  have  been  >ent  on  with  hi>  own  jihvsician  to 
Sir  Hobirt,  who's  gone  mail  as  a  March  hare; 
and  they  do  say  that  his  Highness  hjus  a  plan  of 
his  own  to  destroy  all  frtv  trade  on  the  island  for 
ever  :  but  I  'm  thinking  Hugh  has  scented  it,  and 
is  far  enough  off  l)y  this  time." 

Robin  looked  impiiringly  into  the  man's  face, 
l)Ut  dill  not  speak. 

"  Some  time  or  otlier,  master,"  continueil  the 
ferryman,  whose  boat  now  touched  the  strand, 
"  vou  '11  maybe  condescend  to  unriddle  me  how 
Dalton  could  have  a  daughter  brought  up 
by •' 
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li«)l)iu  Hays  iliil  not  wait  tor  tlu'  conclusion  of 
till'  si'iitencc,  l)iit  s|)ran<^  ri^ht  on  the  land,  with 
the  air  ot"  a  man  luTcft  of  reason,  condrininj^ 
.Ial)e/  in  the  iiie.i  that  he  was  attain  lahourin;: 
imder  his  old  iiiliruiitv. 

The  Hanger  took  not  the  direct  road  to  Minster, 
which  he  ought   to  have  passed  on  his  way  to  the 
(iuH's    Nest,    where    he    resolved    to   ascertain    if 
Barbara's    body    was    at    Cecil    IMace ;    but   after 
crossing  the  downs,  that  were  brightening  in   the 
sunnner's  sun  and  aiivi-  with  multitudes  of  sheep, 
wounil    round   the   Ijum-  of  the   hill   on    which    the 
mansion  stood,  <im\  a>  its  mixture  of  ancient  .nid 
modern  architecture  became  de\elopi(l,    he  pau»eil 
to  look   upon  a  spot  so  emleared  by  many  afl'ec- 
tionate    recollections.      The    trees    that    encircled 
the  fairy   ring  were  conspicuous  for  their  height 
and  beauty  of  colour  ;  there  too  was  the  casement- 
window  which  he  had  so  often  watched,  knowing 
that   Barbara   must    i)ass  it  in  her  morning  and 
evening  attendance  on  her   lady  ;   there,   peeping 
from  beneath  a  turret,  the  lattice  admitting  light  to 
Barbara's  own  little  chamber  ;    there,  the  window 
of   Constantia's    sitting-room;     there  —  But    he 
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could  gaze  no  longer,  his  heart  sickened  within 
him,   and   covering   his   face   with   his  hands,  he 
rushed  into  a  narrow  glen  that  skirted  the  hill- 
side and  was  completely  overshadowed  by  trees, 
whose  unpruned  branches  were  matted  and  twincnl 
together  in  most  fantastic  and  impervious  under- 
wood.    He  pursued  this  track,  with  which  he  was 
well  acquainted,  as  leading  directly  to  the  back 
entrance,  where  he  more  than    once  resolved  to 
inquire   where   Barbara's   remains   were   placed ; 
but  he  had  scarcely  proceeded  a  dozen  yards  to- 
wards the  house,  when  his  attention  was  excited 
by    a    sudden    and    loud    rustling    amongst    the 
bushes  ;  and  on  looking  towards  the  spot,  he  saw 
first   one  and  then   another  raven   mount   in  the 
air,  uttering,  at  sliort  intervals,  the  peculiar  dull 
and  complaining   cry   of  rapacious   birds    when 
frightened  from   their  prey.     The  creatures  evi- 
dently meditated  another  descent,  for,  instead  of 
betaking  themselves  to   the  neighbouring   trees, 
they   circled   round   and  round  in   tlie   air,    now 
higher,  now  lower,  mingling   their   monotonous 
notes  with  an  occasional  scream  —  thus  inharmo- 
niously  disturbing  the   sweet    solitude  by    their 
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unholy  orgies.  In  the  mean  time,  the  rustling 
beneath  was  renewed,  and  then  as  suddenly 
ceased  ;  but  the  birds,  instead  of  descending, 
whirled  still  higher,  as  if  the  object  they  luul 
sought  was  for  a  time  hidden  from  their  sight. 
The  Ranger  proceeded  more  cautiously  than 
before,  and  peering  into  the  bushes,  descried 
one  whom  he  immediately  recognized  as  Jack 
Koupall,  unfastening  something  of  considerable 
bulk  that  was  contained  in  a  handkerchief,  and 
had  apparently  lain  there  for  some  days,  as  the 
grass  from  whieh  it  had  l)eeiv  taken  was  com- 
pletely levelled  by  its  j)ressure.  Roupall's  ears 
were  nearly  as  quick  as  those  of  Robin,  and  an 
exclamation  of  recognition  escaped  his  lips  as  he 
turned  round  to  where  the  Ranger  stood. 

"  Ah  !  our  little  Ranger,"  said  the  man,  ex- 
tending his  rough  hand,  "  it  charms  me  to  see 
you  !  I  feared  you  were  nabbed  somehow,  for 
I  knew  you  'd  be  cursedly  down  in  the  feathers 
from  what  the  whole  island  is  talking  of.  —  Hast 
seen  the  Skipper  ?''"' 

"  Where  is  he  r 

"That's  exactly   what   I  want  to  know;  but 
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no  one  has  seen  him,  that  I  hear  of,  since  he 
seized  the  poor  girl,  dead  as  she  was,  and  carried 
her  through  the  midst  of  the  soldiers,  who  had 
too  much  fear  or  too  much  nature  in  'em  to 
touch  liini — I  don't  know  which  it  was.  I  "in 
thinking  he's  off  to  the  Fire-fly,  for  he  said 
he'd  bury  her  in  the  sea; — or  hid,  maybe,  in 
some  o'  the  holes  at  the  Gull's  Nest  —  holes  only 
known  to  a  few  of  the  sly  sort,  not  to  us  strap- 
pers." 

"  Good  God  !"  exclaimed  Robin. 

"  Ah  !  you  may  well  say,  good  God,"  said 
Roupall,  putting  on  a  look  of  great  sagacity, 
"  for  I'm  come  to  the  determination  that  there's 
much  need  of  a  good  God  in  the  world  to  circum- 
vent man's  wickedness.  Mliy,  look  ye  here  now, 
if  here  isn't  the  head  of  that  infernal  Italian, 
Jeromio  !  and  what  I  'm  puzzled  at  is,  that,  first, 
it 's  wrajjped  in  a  napkin  which  I  swear  is  one 
of  them  Holland  ones  I  had  o'  the  Skipper,  and 
which  he  swore  I  could  have  made  more  of,  had  I 
took  them  on  to  London,  instead  of  tiffin<r  them 
at  INIaidstone ;  and  this,  outside  it,  is  Sir  Will- 
mott    Burrell's — here's    the    crest    broidered   in 


THE    BUCCANEER.  81 

^oold: — it's  the  finest  cambric  too,"  he  added, 
relieving  the  muslin  of  its  disgusting  burthen, 
and  foklinfr  it  with  care,  "  and  "'tis  a  ])ity  it 
siiould  be  wasted  on  filthy  flesh  ;  so  I  '11  take 
care  of  it — ah  !  ah  !  And  the  napkin  ''s  a  good 
one:  it's  sinful  to  spoil  anything  (Tod  sends  — 
ail!  all  !  The  fellow  used  to  wear  ear-rings  too," 
he  continued,  stooping  over  the  festering  head, 
while  the  ravens,  whose  appetites  had  increased 
when  they  saw  the  covering  entirely  removed, 
flapped  the  topmost  branches  of  the  trees  with 
their  wings  in  their  circling,  and  screamed  more 
vigorously  than  before. 

"  How  came  it  —  how  happened  it  ?"  inquired 
Robin,  perfectly  aroused  to  the  horror  of  the 
scene,  to  which  Koupall  appeared  quite  indif- 
ferent. 

"  I  know  no  more  than  you,"  replied  the 
good-humoured  ruffian,  holding  up  a  jewelled 
ear-ring  between  his  fingers — "  I  know  no  more 
than  you  ; — Gad,  that 's  fit  for  any  lady's  ear 
in  Kent !  —  Only  I  heard  it  was  believed  among 
the  sharks  that  my  friend  Sir  Willmott  excited 
a  mutiny  aboard  the  Fire-fly,  which  this  fel- 
R  5 
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low,  now  without  a  head,  headed  —  and  so,  ye 
understand,  lost  his  head,  as  the  Skipper's  punish- 
ment for  mutiny.  How  it  came  here  —  where  it 
may  stay — I  know  not.  There,  Robin,  there 
are  a  pair  of  rings  fit  for  a  queen  :  maybe, 
you  'll  buy  them  ;  they  "re  honestly  worth  two 
dollars.  Well,  you  Avould  have  bought  'em  if 
she'd  ha'  lived." 

"Me! — her!"  exclaimed  Robin,  closing  his 
teeth,  and  glaring  on  Jack  Roupall  with  fiendish 
fierceness. 

"  Keep  off !"  ejaculated  Roupall,  securing  the 
ear-rings,  and  placing  himself  in  a  posture  of  de- 
fence— "  Keep  off!  I  know  ye  of  old,  Robin 
Hays,  with  your  griping  fingers  and  strong 
paims  !  Never  quarrel  with  a  man  because  he 
doesn't  understand  yeV  delicacies,  which  are  things 
each  makes  in  his  own  mind,  so  that  no  one  else 
can  taste  'em.  I  meant  no  harm  ;  only,  mark  ye, 
ye  sha'n't  throttle  me  for  nothing  the  next  go  ;  so 
keep  off;  and  I'm  off,  for  sides  o*  flesh  and  sides 
o'  iron  are  astir  up  there ;  so  this  is  no  place  for 
me.  I  shall  be  off,  and  join  King  Charlie :  he's 
much  in  want  of  strong  hands,   I  hear,  and  who 
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knows  but  the  time  is  coniiiifr  wlien  'the  kiiiir 
shall  enjoy  his  own  again  ?"* " 

"  Do  but  bury  that  r  said  Robin  :  "  I  would 
stay  and  do  it,  but  that  I  must  to  the  Nest  at 
once." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Roupall,  striding  away  in 
an  opposite  direction  ;  "  let  it  stay  where  it  is, 
to  poison  ravens  and  the  carrion-birds.  It  is 
fitting  food  for  them.  They  had  nobler  banquets 
at  Naseby  and  at  Marst(jn." 
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CHAPTER   V. 

Down,  stormy  Passions,  down  ;  no  more 
Let  your  rude  waves  invade  tlie  shore 
M'here  blushing  Reason  sits,  and  hides 
Her  from  the  fury  of  your  tides. 
*  •  •  • 

Fall,  easy  Patience,  fall  like  rest, 

Where  soft  spells  charm  a  troubled  breast. 

Hexry   Kinc. 

We  believe  that  even  those  who  are  anxious 
to  learn  if  the  Protector  travelled  in  safety  to 
his  place  of  destination,  and  what  he  did  when 
he  arrived  there,  will  scarcely  murmur  at  the 
delay  wliich  a  brief  visit  to  Constantia  Cecil 
will  necessarily  occasion. 

We  must  not  leave  her  alone  in  her  sorrow, 
which,  of  a  truth,  was  hard   to   bear.      A    tern- 
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porary  respite  had  been  afforded  her  by  the 
terrible  events  of  the  evening  ;  it  was,  how- 
ever, a  respite  tliat  was  likely,  in  her  case, 
only  to  l)rin<r  about  a  more  fatal  termination. 
What  was  to  prevent  Sir  Willmott  liurrell 
from  branding  her  father— from  })ublishing  his 
crime,  now  that  he  was  to  receive  no  benefit 
by  the  terrible  secret  of  which  he  had  become 
possessed  ?  Although  she  might  be  j)reserved 
from  the  dreadful  and  dreaded  doom  of  mar- 
rying a  man  she  could  neither  regard  nor  re- 
spect, it  was  equally  certain  that  an  eternal 
barrier  existed  between  her  and  the  only  one 
she  loved — a  barrier  which  not  even  the  power 
of  Cromwell  could  break  down  or  remove.  It 
has  been  said,  and  said  truly,  "  that  there  are 
few  things  reason  can  discover  with  so  much 
certainty  and  ease  as  its  own  deficiency.""  Con- 
stantia  was  a  reasoning  being,  and  she  appeared 
ever  placid  in  situations  where  her  fine  mind 
was  overwhelmed  by  a  painful  train  of  circum- 
stances over  which  she  had  no  control  :  the 
sins  for  which  she  suffered  were  not  of  her  own 
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She  had  often  gloried  in  days  past  at  the  pro- 
spect of  fame — the  lionest,  upright  fame  which 
appeared  the  guiding  principle  that  influenced 
her  father's  actions,  when  the  seeking  after  glory 
seemed  to  her  as  a  ferment  thrown  into  his 
blood  to  work  it  up  to  action  ;  and  tliough  she 
sometimes  apprehended  that  he  used  his  will 
with  liis  right  hand  and  his  reason  with  his 
left,  she  never  imagined  the  possibility  that  liis 
pomp  was  furnished  by  injustice  and  his  wealth 
dyed  in  blood.  It  was,  in  truth,  a  fearful  know- 
ledge she  had  acquired — a  knowledge  she  could 
not  communicate,  and  upon  which  she  could 
never  take  advice.  Her  misery  was  to  be  en- 
dured not  only  with  patience,  but  in  secret  and 
without  complaint.  That  destiny  was  indeed 
severe  which  compelled  her  to  anticipate  a  meet- 
ing with  Walter  as  the  greatest  evil  which  could 
befall  her ;  yet  ardently  did  her  soul  vearn  to 
know^  his  fate.  She  sat  by  her  father  on  the 
first  night  of  his  affliction,  and  on  the  long, 
long  day  that  followed,  guarding  him  througli 
his  dreadful  malady  with  tlie  watchfulness  of 
a  most  devoted  child,    and   the    skilfulnoss  of  a 
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most  wise  physician.  Almost  every  word  lie  ut- 
tered was  as  a  dag<^i'r  to  her  heart ;  yet  she  saw 
and  knew  the  necessity  that  must  soon  exist  for 
others  to  hear  liim  speak,  and  shuddered  at  tlie 
thought. 

"God!  God!  have  mercy  on  me!''  she  mur- 
mured, chis|)ing  hvv  liands,  as  she  h)oked  upon 
his  features,  which,  wIumi  it  was  nearly  morn- 
inoj,  had  been  trancpiillized  into  forgetfulness  — 
"God  have  mercy  upon  me — and  uj)on  him, 
poor  sleeper  !" 

"  Who  sleeps  ?"  he  exclaimed,  startin<^  from 
his  couch — "  lie  will  not  let  me  sleep  ! — There  ! 
Constance,  Constance,  the  ship  is  under  weigh  — 
she  spreads  her  white  sails  to  the  breeze,  the 
ocean  breeze — the  breeze  that  Avill  not  cool  my 
\)YQ\y  ! — And  there — they  drag  him  from  the  hold  ! 
— Look  how  he  struggles  on  the  vessel's  deck  ! — 
Spare  him  ! — But  no,  do  not  spare  him :  if  he  re- 
turns, where  am  I  ?  Hush  !  did  you  hear  that  ? 
— Hush  !  hush!  hush!"  He  stretched  his  hand, 
and  bent  his  head  in  an  attitude  of  deep  atten- 
tion ;  then  seizing  her  arm,  repeated  "  hush  V 
until  at  last   she  again  inquired  what  disturbed 
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liim.  " 'Tis  your  mother,  child  ;  heard  you  not 
that  she  said  I  murdered  you  ?  Speak,  Con- 
stantia, — you  are  not  dead  .'  I  did  not  murder 
you — speak  !  1  fired  no  })istol,  and  you  did 
not  fall  I"  The  sleep  she  hat!  so  unintentionally 
broken  had  been  but  of  short  continuance  during 
those  weary  hours  ;  and  the  liay  was  far  advanced 
before  she  had  leisure  to  bestow  a  moment's 
thought  u]K)n  the  probable  turn  that  might  be 
giyen  to  her  future  prospects  by  the  sudilen 
sunnnons  of  Sir  Willmott  Burrell  to  Hampton 
Court.  But,  upon  whicheyer  side  she  turnetl, 
her  destiny  was  dark,  lowering,  and  fearful  as 
the  thuiider-storni.  How  her  heart  fainted  when 
the  form  of  her  favourite  Barbara  was  present 
to  her  imagination,  as  she  last  held  it  bleetling 
on  her  bosom  !  How  mysterious  was  that  death  I 
how  terrible !  She  would  have  given  worlds 
to  look  upon  her  but  once  more,  for  she  could 
ill  reconcile  the  idea  of  that  gentle  girl's  having  a 
stormy  sea-bed  at  lur  father's  hands — that  rude, 
unhallowed  man,  the  origin  and  nature  of  whose 
influence  over  her  own  parent  she  now  under- 
stood but  too  well. 
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Lady  FraiK-cs  ('roiii\\>.ll  would  luive  soothed 
her  alHiction  had  she  known  how  to  do  so,  but 
comfort  cannot  be  spoken  to  sorrow  whose  source 
is  unknown.  She  entered  her  friend's  watchinp;- 
rooni,  but  eouhl  not  |)re\;iil  u|)oii  her  to  take  either 
repose  or  fooil  ;  and  ho|>in<f  to  catch  the  larliest 
view  of  the  physician,  whose  arrival  she  knew  nuist 
be  soon,  shi-  called  one  of  her  women  to  attend 
her,  and  wandered  u|)  the  hill  to  Minster,  where 
the  beautiful  ruins  of  Sexbur<^a's  nunnery  com- 
manded so  extensive  a  view  of  tlie  entire  island, 
and  a  considerable  portion  of  the  adjoining  eoun- 
trv.  The  tlav  had  ri>en  to  one  of  unclouded 
beauty  ;  the  marshy  coast  of  Essex  was  cleared 
of  its  hovering  fogs ;  antl  its  green  meadows 
stretched  away  in  the  distance,  until  they  were 
lost  in  the  clear  blue  sky.  The  southern  part 
of  the  island,  flat  and  uninteresting  as  it  is, 
looked  gay  and  cheerful  in  the  sun-light  ;  for 
every  little  lake  mirrored  the  smiling  heavens, 
and  danced  in  diamond  measures  to  the  music 
of  bee  and  bird. 

The   cliffs   at  East-Church   towered  away  for 
nearly  six  miles,   broken  here  and    there  by  the 
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falling  of  some  venerable  crag,  hurled,  as  it 
were,  into  the  ocean  by  the  giant  hand  of  chang- 
ing Nature ;  while,  as  a  sentinel,  the  house  at 
Gull's  Nest  Crag,  maintained  its  pre-eminence  in 
front  of  the  Northern  Ocean.  The  two  little 
islands  of  Elmley  and  Harty  slept  to  the  south- 
east, quietly  and  silently,  like  huge  rush-nests 
floating  on  the  waters.  Beyond  East-Church 
the  lofty  front  of  the  house  of  Shurland  reared 
its  stone  walls  and  stern  embattlements,  and 
looked  proudly  over  its  green  hills  and  fertile 
valleys — while,  if  the  eye  wandered  again  to  the 
south,  it  could  discern  the  Barrows,  Avhere  many 
hundred  Danes,  in  the  turbulent  times  long  past, 
found  quiet  and  a  grave. 

Several  large  men-of-war,  with  reefed  sails 
and  floating  pennons,  lay  at  the  entrance  of 
the  Nore,  while  a  still  greater  number  blotted 
the  waters  of  the  sluggish  Medway  ; — still  the 
sun  shone  over  all,  and  what  is  it  that  the  sun 
does  not  deck  with  a  portion  of  its  own  cheer- 
fulness and  beauty  ? 

"  Mount  up  the  tower,  Maud,"  said  Lady 
Frances,  "  the  tower  of  the  old  church  ;  it  com- 
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mands  a  greater  range  than  I  can  see ;  and  tell 
me  when  any  cross  the  ferry  ;  thy  eyes,  if  not 
brighter,  are  quicker  far  than  mine." 

"  Will  ye'r  Ladyship  sit  ?"  replied  the  sa- 
pient waiting-maid  ;  "  I'll  spread  my  kirtle  on 
this  fragment  of  antiquity  ;  there,  ye'r  Lady- 
ship can  sit  there  free  from  any  disturbance. 
I  can  see  as  well  from  this  h\^\\  mound  as  from 
the  castle,  or  church  steeple,  my  Lady  ;  it  is 
so  hard  to  climb." 

"  jNIaud,  if  you  like  not  to  mount,  say  so,  and 
I  will  go  myself.  You  are  dainty,  young  mis- 
tress." 

Maud  obeyed  instantly,  though  with  sundry 
mutterings,  which,  well  for  her,  her  Lady  heard 
not ;  for  the  Lady  Frances  was  somewhat  shrew- 
ishly  given,  and  could  scold  as  if  she  had  not 
been  a  princess,  the  rank  and  bearing  of  which 
she  was  most  anxious  to  assume,  and  carry  as 
highly  as  the  noblest  born  in  Europe. 

"  See  you  aught  ?"  she  inquired,  at  last  look- 
ing up  to  Mistress  Maud,  whose  head,  surmount- 
ed by  its  black  hood,  overlooking  the  parapet 
wall,  showed  very  like  a  well-grown  crow. 
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"  A  shepherd  on  yojuk-r  hill,  Lady,  waving 
his  arm  to  a  dog  down  in  the  dingle,  and  the 
beast  is  driving  up  the  fold  as  if  la-  were  a 
man." 

Lady  Frances  bent  over  a  tond)stone  near  her 
and  read  tJK'  inscription  It  described  in  quaint, 
but  touching  language,  tlie  death  of  a  voung 
woman,  about  her  own  age-,  the  day  l)t.fore  her 
intended  bridal.  'I'iure  had  been  a  white  rose 
tree  phinted  close  to  the  rude  monument,  but 
its  growth  was  impeded  by  a  mass  of  long  grass 
and  wild  herbage,  so  that  there  was  but  one 
rose  on  its  branches,  and  that  was  discoloured 
l)y  a  ft)ul  canktT,  whose  green  bodv  couKi  be 
seen  under  the  froth  it  cast  around  to  con- 
ceal its  misdeeds.  Lady'  Frances  took  it  out, 
destroyed  it,  and  began  pulling  uj)  the  coarse 
weeds. 

"  Such  a  tomb  as  this  I  should  have  liketl 
for  Barbara,"  she  said  aloud,  sighing  heavily  as 
the  Avords  escaped  her  lips. 

"  She  will  not  need  it,'"  replied  a  voice  from 
under  an  old  arcliway.  close  beside  where  she 
sat. 
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Lady  Franct's  started. 

*'  \\'ill  y*»ii  tell  your  frieiul.  Mistress  Cecil — " 
continued  the  same  voice, — Lady  Frances  could 
not  see  the  speaker,  aithoui^li,  as  mav  he  rea- 
dily hiheved,  slie  looked  around  her  with  an 
anxiety  not  diye>ted  ot"  terror — '*  Will  nou  tell 
your  frienil.  Mistress  Cecil,  that  old  Motlui- 
llays,  ot"  the  (Jull's  Nest  Crag,  is  dyint;,  and 
that  she  has  soniethinir  to  connnunicate  uhich 
it  concerns  her  to  know,  and  that  the  sooner  she 
conies  to  the  (iulTs  Ne>t  the  better;  I'or  the 
woman's  spirit  is  only  \vaiting  to  tell  her  secret, 
and  go  forth." 

"  Methinks,"  replied  Lady  Frances,  "  that  her 
own  child  —  I  know  she  has  one — would  be  a 
fitter  depositary  for  her  secret  than  a  lady  of 
gentle  blood  :  But  why  come  ye  not  forth  .''  I  hate 
all  jugglery .'' 

"  Her  own  child,  Robin,  is  away,  the  Lord 
knows  where  ;  and  those  who  are  not  of  gentle 
blood  are  as  eager  after  secrets  as  other  folk. 
Your  father  has  had  rare  hunting  after  the 
Cavaliers  and  their  secrets,  though  his  blood  has 
more  beer  than  Rhenish  in  it,  to  my  thinking." 
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Lady  Frances  stamped  her  little  foot  with 
rage  at  the  insult,  and  called,  in  no  gentle  tone, 
*'  Maud  !  INlaud !""  then  raising  her  voice, 
which  she  imagined  could  be  heard  below,  as 
the  garden  of  Cecil  Place  joined  the  ruins  of 
Minster,  she  shouted,  in  a  way  that  would  have 
done  no  discredit  to  any  officer  in  the  Common- 
wealth service,  *'  Below  there  !  —  turn  out  the 
guard,  and  encircle  the  ruins  r 

"  Turn  out  the  guard,  and  encircle  the  ruins  !" 
mimicked  the  voice,  which  was  evidently  re- 
ceding;  "the  little  Roundhead's  in  a  passion! 
—  '  Turn  out  the  guard  !''  ah  !  ah  !  ah  !"  and 
the  laugh  appeared  to  die  away  beneath  her 
feet. 

Maud  had  hastened  down  right  joyfully  at 
the  summons,  and  stood  beside  her  mistress, 
wliose  temper  had  by  no  means  cooled  at  the 
term  "  Roundhead,"  as  applied  to  herself;  and 
broke  forth  in  good  earnest,  when  noting  a 
smile  that  elongated  her  Avoman's  lip,  as  she 
said  : 

"  Law  !  daisy  me,  my  Lady  !  I  thought  3-ou 
were  run  away  with,  seeing  I  have  just  seen  two 
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ravens   come  out  o'  tlie  <>len — the  Fox-glen,  as 
we  call  it." 

"  Run  away  with  !"  repeated  Lady  Frances, 
bridling ;  "  have  the  goodness  to  remember  to 
whom  it  is  you  speak — woman — Here  has  been  a 
—  a— voice — Why  turns  not  out  that  coward 
guard  ?  we  are  too  long  peaceful,  methinks,  and 
need  a  stir  to  keep  our  soldiers  to  their  duty." 

"  A  voice,  my  Lady  !"  repeated  Maud,  creep- 
ing to  Lady  Frances,  and  remembering  the 
legends  they  had  talked  of  in  the  hall ;  "  Did 
it  speak,  my  Lady  .'*" 

"  Fool  !  how  could  I  know  it  a  voice  if  it 
had  not  spoken  ?"  replied  Lady  Frances,  w  ho,  as 
her  temper  subsided,  felt  that  she  was  making  her- 
self ridiculous,  as  it  would  not  be  in  keeping 
with  her  dignity  to  repeat  the  words  she  had 
heard. 

"  Shall  I  go  down  and  call  up  the  guard, 
and  the  servants,  my  Lady,  to  see  after  this 
voice  ?"  persisted  Maud,  with  the  stupid  ob- 
stinacy of  a  person  who  can  only  see  one  thing 
at  a  time. 

"  Go  up   to  the  steeple,  and  look  out — But 
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no — follow  me  to  the  house  ;  and  remember,*' 
she  added,  with  all  the  asperity  of  a  person 
who  is  conscious  of  having  permitted  temper  to 
overcome  judgment,  "  that  we  are  in  the  house 
of  mourning,  and  ought  not  to  indulge  in  any 
thing  like  jest  —  say  nothing  of  my  alarm — 
I  mean  of  what  I  heard,  to  your  companions  : 
it  is  not  worth  recording ^ 

"  My  Lady  !" 

"  Silence,  I  say  !""  returned  Lady  Frances, 
folding  her  robe  round  her  with  the  dignity  of 
a  queen.  The  woman  certainly  obeyed ;  but  she 
could  not  resist  nuittcring  to  herself,  "  She 
never  will  let  a  body  speak  when  she  takes  to 
those  stormy  fits.  INIarry,  come  uj)  !  I  wonder 
who  she  is! — Well,  she's  punishing  herself;  for 
I  could  have  told  her  that  out  by  East-Church, 
I  saw  two  soldiers  and  another,  who  seem  to 
have  taken  the  wrong  instead  of  tlie  right  road ; 
and,  after  still  staying  a  little  at  the  Cross, 
turned  back  on  their  steps,  so  as  to  come  to 
Cecil  Place." 

How  many  bars  and  pitfalls  are  in  the  way 
of  those  who  would  climb  highly  ;   even  if  thev 
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wish  to  climb  honestly  and  holily  !  If  they 
stand  as  the  mark  for  a  multitude's  praise,  they 
have  also  to  encounter  a  multitude's  blame — 
the  rabble  will  hoot  an  eagle ;  and  the  higher 
he  soars,  the  louder  will  they  mock — yet  what 
would  they  not  give  for  his  wings ! 

Lady  Frances'  woman  found  within  her  nar- 
row bosom  an  echo  to  the  sneer  of  the  myste- 
rious voice;  yet,  could  she  have  become  as 
Frances  Cromwell,  how  great  would  have  been 
her  triumph  !  How  curious  are  the  workings  of 
good  and  evil  in  the  human  heart  !  How  ne- 
cessary to  study  them,  that  so  we  may  arrive  at 
the  knowledge  of  ourselves. 

Yet  Maud  loved  her  mistress ;  and  had  not 
Lady  Frances  reproved  her  harshly  and  unjust- 
ly, she  Avould  never  have  thought,  "  Marry, 
come  up,  I  wonder  who  she  is  ?"  The  spirit  of 
evil  worked  at  the  moment  in  both — in  the  Lady, 
as  a  triumphant  tyrant — in  the  woman,  as  an  in- 
solent slave. 

We  leave  it  to  our  philosophical  readers  to 
determine  which  of  the  two  manifestations  was 
the  most   dangerous :  we  hope  their  displeasure 

VOL.    III.  F 
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against  either  will  not  be  very  violent  ;  for  we 
have  but  too  frequently  observed  the  self-same 
dispositions  animate  bright  eyes  and  open  coral 
lips.  Women  are  frequently  greater  tyrants 
than  men,  because  of  their  weakness :  thev  are 
anxious  for  power  as  the  means  of  strength ; 
and  therefore  they  more  often  abuse  it  than  use 
it  properly  ;  —  and  men  are  better  slaves  than 
women ;  because  an  innate  consciousness  of 
their  strength,  which  they  are  apt  to  believe 
they  can  employ  whenever  a  fitting  opportunity 
occurs,  keeps  them  tranquil.  It  has  been  often 
noted,  that  in  popular  tumults  women  are  fre- 
quently the  most  busy,  and  the  least  easy  to 
be  controlled. 

No  one  would  have  supposed  that  Lady 
Frances'  temper  had  been  ruffled,  when  she 
crept  into  the  room  where  Constantia  was  watch- 
ing her  still  sleeping  father,  and  communi- 
cated the  news  of  the  anticipated  death  of 
Mother  Hays,  with  her  strange  request,  in  so 
low  a  whisper,  that  happily  lie  was  not  dis- 
turbed. 

She  quitted  the  apartment   when  her  father's 
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physician  was  announced;  but  not  luitil  lie  had 
int'onnetl  her  tliat  his  Hi(;hness  was  about  to  visit 
the  Island,  inquire  j)ersonally  after  the  health  of 
Sir  Robert  Cecil,  investigate  the  strange  mur- 
der that  had  occurred,  inspect  the  fortress  of 
<v>ueenbo rough,  and  ascertain  if  useful  fortifi- 
cations might  not  be  erected  at  Sheerness  ; — thus 
mingling  public  with  private  business. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

This  deadly  night  did  last 

But  for  a  little  space, 
And  heavenly  day,  now  night  is  past, 

Doth  shew  his  pleasant  face  : 

•  •  •  • 

The  mystie  clouds  that  fall  sometime. 

And  overcast  the  skies, 
Are  like  to  troubles  of  our  time, 

Which  do  but  dimme  our  eyes  ; 
But  as  such  dewes  are  dried  up  quite 

"When  Phoebus  shewes  his  face, 
So  are  such  fancies  put  to  flighte 

MTiere  God  doth  guide  by  grace. 

Gascoigve. 

It  would  be  an  act  of  positive  inhumanity  to 
leave  the  unfortunate  Preacher  any  longer  to  his 
solitude,  without  taking  some  note,  however  brief 
it  may  be,  of  his  feelings  and  his  sufferings.  Af- 
ter consigning  his  packet  (which,  as  we  have  seen, 
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was  not  only  received,  but  appreciated  by — the 
Protector)  to  the  rocks  and  breezes  of  the  Gull's 
Nest  Crag,  he  sat  him  down  patiently,  with  his 
Bible  in  his  hand,  to  await  whatever  fate  was  to 
befall  him,  or,  as  he  more  reverently   and   more 
properly    termed    it,    "   whatever    the    Almighty 
might  have  in   store  for  him,  whether  it  seemed 
of  good    or  of  evil."      The   day    passed    slowly 
and   heavily  ;    but    before  its  close  he    had    the 
.satisfaction    of   ascertaining   that   the  parcel  had 
disappeared.      Again    and    again    he  climbed    to 
the  small    opening  :     at   one    time   he    saw    that 
the   fierce   sunbeams  danced    on  the  waves,  and 
at    another    tliat    they    were    succeeded    by    the 
rich    and     glowing    hues    of    the    setting     sun  ; 
then  came  the   sober  grey  of  twilight — the  sea- 
birds    screamed     their    last    good-night    to    the 
waters — one   by  one   the  stars  came  out,  gem- 
ming   the    sky    with    brilliancy,    and    sparkling 
along     their     appointed    path.      The    Preacher 
watched  their   progress    and  meditated  on   their 
mysteries;    though    his   meditations    would    have 
been    more  cheerful    could  he    have  partaken  of 
any  of  the   "  creature  comforts'"  appertaining  to 
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Cecil  Place,  and  under  the  special  jurisdiction 
of  Solomon  Grundy.  It  was  in  vain  that  he 
had  recourse  to  the  squashed  oranges  —  they 
merely  kept  his  lips  from  parching  and  his 
tongue  from  cleaving  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth, 
and  by  the  dawning  of  tlie  Sabbath  morn  ht 
was  "  verily  an  hungered" — not  suff'cring  from 
the  puny  and  sickly  faintness  of  temptjrarv  abs- 
tinence, but  literally  starving  for  want  of  fotxl. 
He  paced  his  narrow  cell — called  loudly  from 
the  window  —  exhausted  his  strength  in  fruitless 
endeavours  to  shake  the  door  which  tiie  treacher- 
ous Burrell  had  so  securely  fastened,  until,  as 
the  day  again  approached  to  its  termination,  ht- 
threw  himself  on  the  ground  in  an  agony  of 
despair. 

"To  die  such  a  deatli  —  to  die  without  a 
witness  or  a  cause  !  If  the  Lord  had  willed 
that  I  should  suffer  as  a  martyr  for  his  holv 
word,  Jonas  Fleetword  would  not  have  been  the 
man  to  repine,  but  gladly  would  have  sacrificed 
his  body  as  a  proof  of  his  exceeding  faith,  and 
as  an  example  to  encourage  others  ;  but  to  be 
starved    for    Sir   M'illmott    Burrell's    pastime  — 
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tt)  Starve  in  this  horriii  clII — to  ffcl  nature 
decaying  within  me,  while  not  even  the  ravens 
can  bring  nie  food!  ()  God!  ()  (iod  !  jjass 
thou  this  eu|)  from  nie,  or  imphmt  a  deep 
spirit  ol"  patience  and  resignation  within  my 
soul !" 

The  unfortunate  man  continued  praying  and 
exclaiming  until  nature  became  almost  exhaust- 
ed, and  he  sat  opposite  the  aperture,  his  eyes 
fixed  on  tiic  heavens,  from  which  the  light  was 
once  more  rapidly  receding. 

''  If  the  villain  willed  my  death,  why  not  ex- 
terminate me  at  once  ?'''  he  thought ;  and  then  he 
prayed  again  ;  and  as  his  fervour  increased,  the 
door  opened,  and,  by  the  dim  light  that  entered 
his  cell,  he  discovered  the  figure  of  a  tall  stalwart 
man,  who  was  in  the  middle  of  the  chamber 
before  he  perceived  that  a  living  being  occu- 
pied any  portion  of  it. 

"The  Lord  has  heard!  —  the  Lord  has  an- 
swered !  —  the  Lord  has  delivered  !"  exclaimed 
the  Preacher,  springing  on  his  feet  with  as- 
tonishing agility  ;  then  going  up  closely  to 
his   deliverer,    he    scanned   his   features  with  an 
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earnest  eye,  and  continued,  "It  is  not  the 
chief  of  cunning,  art  and  bloodshed,  albeit  one 
who  appears  skilled  in  the  habits  of  warlike 
people.  Friend,  my  inward  man  doth  greatly 
suffer  from  long  abstinence,  seeing  I  have  not 
tasted  anything  but  a  fragment  of  bitter  orange 
in  a  state  of  decomposition,  to  which  I  should 
soon  have  been  reduced  myself  but  for  thy 
timely  arrival  !  Behold,  I  have  been  compelled 
to  tarry  here  a  prisoner  for  the  space  of  thirty- 
six  hours,  computing  by  the  rising  of  the  >un 
and  the  setting  thereof.  —  Art  thou  a  friend  to 
Sir  Willmott  Burrell  r'' 

"  D — n  him  !"  replied  the  stranger  witli  a 
startling  earnestness  that  left  no  doubt  of  his 
sincerity,  at  the  same  time  returning  to  his 
belt  the  pistol  he  had  drawn  forth  at  the  sight 
of  a  stranger  in  one  of  the  most  secret  apart- 
ments of  the  Crag. 

"  Friend  !"  exclaimed  the  poor  Preacher, 
greatly  offended,  despite  his  hunger,  at  the 
man's  unblushing  profaneness,  "  1  cannot  com- 
mune with  thee  if  thou  art  of  the  household  of 
evil- speakers:  it   is  not  in  thy  power  to  set  the 
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mark  of  destruction  on  any,  thou^li,  d(nil)tles!s, 
tliat  evil  man  is  in  danger  of  hell  iu\-.  1  like 
not  to  seem  as  caring  for  the  creature,  but  the- 
Creator  hath  given  the  things  of  earth  for  man's 
support — hast  thou  food  r"" 

"  Folh)w  me,"  was  the  brief  rt'j)ly  ;  and  Fleet- 
word  did  follow  as  (juickly  as  his  exhausted  state 
permitteil,  to  the  large  vaulted  room  in  which 
we  have  heretofore  encountered  the  Buccaneer. 

Hugh  Dalton,  for  he  it  was  who  had  so  un- 
expectedly, but  so  fortunately,  broken  in  ujjon 
the  dreary  solitude  of  the  Preacher,  pointed 
to  a  rude  table,  ujjon  which  stood  fragments 
of  a  substantial  meal  :  these  Fleetword  imme- 
diately attacked,  while  the  Skipper  reascended 
the  stairs,  down  which  he  had  conducted  his  un- 
looked-for guest,  and  disappeared.  When  the 
worthy  man  had  satisfied  his  hunger,  he  glanced 
from  flagon  to  flagon,  piled  one  over  another 
upon  the  floor. 

"  They  are,  of  a  truth,  dangerous ;   yet  here 
is  no  water,  and  I  am,  of  a  verity,  much  athirstr 
He  seized  one  that  had  been  opened,  and  drank 
so  eagerly,  that,  unused  as  he  was  to  such  pota- 
F  5 
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tions,  his  head  in  a  very  short  space  of  time  be- 
came incapable  of  directing  liis  motions ;  and 
when  Dalton  returned,  the  simple-mindetl  man 
was  sleeping  soundly,  his  forehead  resting  on 
his  arms,  that  were  crossed  on  the  table.  Dal- 
ton looked  upon  liim  for  a  ftw  moments,  and  a 
curse — one  of  those  to  which  he  was  unhappily 
familiar — burst  from  his  lips. 

"  1  cannot  learn  how  he  came  there,"  he  saiil ; 
"  the  thing  will  sleep  till  morning: — a  pretty 
nursery  my  Crag  has  become  I"  He  movetl 
towards  the  ]iorti<»n  of  the  wall  wc  have  for- 
merly mentioned  as  being  covered  witli  the 
skins  of  various  animals,  and  holding  them  out 
from  the  side  of  the  cave,  discovered  a  very 
small  arched  chamber ;  wliich,  as  well  as  the 
one  where  Fleetword  had  just  partaken  of  "  the 
creature  comforts,"  was  lighted  by  a  small  iron 
sc(mce,  carefully  guarded  by  a  horn  >hade. 
Directly  opposite  the  entrance  a  female  was 
seated  after  the  Eastern  fashion,  cross-legged, 
upon  a  pile  of  cushions.  She  placed  her  finger 
on  her  lip  in  token  of  silence,  and  the  Bucca- 
neer returned  the  signal  by  beckoning  her  for- 
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ward  ;  slic  idm',  though  with  some  ililliculty, 
and  as  a  ricli  shawl,  in  whiih  she  had  been 
enveloped,  lill  tVoiii  iu-r  shoulders,  her  a])|)ear- 
ance  denoted  her  a  married  woman.  Dalton 
pointed  to  Fleetword,  and  the  instant  she  saw 
him,  she  clasped  iier  hands  and  would  have 
rushed  towards  him  ;  but  this  the  Skipper  pre- 
vented, and  they  exchan«Ted  a  few  sentences  in 
a  strange  language,  the  apparent  result  of  which 
was,  that  Dalton  proceeded  to  examine  the 
pockets  of  the  sleeper,  and  even  thrust  his  hand 
into  his  bosom,  without,  however,  it  would  seem, 
findino;  what  lie  sought.  There  was  the  small 
bible,  a  handkerchief,  a  reading-glass,  some 
fragments  of  orange  peel,  which,  perhaps,  he 
had  unwittingly  thrust  there,  one  or  two  old 
religious  pamphlets,  a  newspaper — and  a  strip 
of  parchment.  The  foreign  latly  shook  her 
head,  as  Dalton  laid  each  upon  the  tabic.  After 
a  few  more  words,  both  the  Buccaneer  and  the 
stranger  were  secreted  in  the  arched  chamber,  and 
the  curtain  of  skins  again  fell  over  the  en- 
trance. 

It  w^as   past  the  hour  of  the  next  day''s  noon 
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before  the  Preacher  recovered  from  the  effects 
of  potations  so  unusual  to  him.  It  was  then 
that  Dalton  questioned  him,  and  discovered  the 
artifice  and  cruelty  of  the  treacherous  Burrell, 
in  abandoning  the  j)oor  Preacher  to  starvation  : 
a  consequence  that  must  have  occurred,  had 
not  the  Skipper  providentially  stood  in  need 
of  some  articles  of  bedding,  that  were  kept  in 
this  chamber,  as  matters  rarely  neetled  by  his 
crew, 

Fleetword,  having  explained  wliat  he  had  done 
with  the  required  papers,  would  have  willingly 
departed,  but  Dalton  detained  him,  frankly  sav- 
ing, that  he  cared  not,  just  then,  to  trust  any 
one  abroad,  who  had  seen  so  much  of  the  mvs- 
teries  of  his  singidar  ])idace.  Without  further 
ceremony,  he  was  again  confined,  in  a  small 
cupboard-like  cavity,  close  to  the  hostelry  of 
the  GulPs  Nest. 

It  was  not  long  after  the  Preacher's  second 
imprisonment,  that  Robin  Hays  might  have  been 
seen,  treading  the  outward  mazes  of  the  clifl", 
and,  witiiout  pausing  at  his  mother's  dwelling, 
approaching  the  spot  where,  on  a  former  occa- 
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sioi),    liiirrell    had    rcccivtil    tlie    signal    for    iii- 
trance    from    Hufrh   Daltou.       He    was    i<i;ii(Maiit 
of  liis  niDthcr's  illiioN  ;    hut   the  iiiforiiiatioii   that 
Jack  Kou})all  unwittingly  conumuiicatctl,  was  not 
lost    upon    him  ;    and    he   had    earnestly    scannetl 
the   waters,    to   see    if   the   Fire-fly   were  oli'  the 
coast.     Though  the  gallant  sparkling  ship  hartlly 
hoisted  the  same  colours  twice  in  the  same  week, 
and  though  she  had  as  many  false   figure-heads 
as  there  are  days  in  .lanuary,  yet  Kohin  thought 
he   never    could   he  deceived   in   her   a])j)earance, 
and  he  saw  at  once,  that  thougii  there  were  many 
ships  in  the  offing,  she   certainly  was  not  within 
sisht  of  land.     The  feeling  that  he  should  look  on 
Barbara  no  more,  was  another  source  of  agonv   to 
the  unhappy  Ranger.     Yet  he  could  hardly   be- 
lieve that  the  Buccaneer  would  so  soon  part  with 
the  beautiful  form  of  a  child  he  so  dearly  lovetl. 
He   struck   his  own   peculiar   signal   against   the 
rock,  and  it  was  quickly  answered  by  the  Skip- 
per himself,  who  extended  his  hand  towards  his 
friend   with  every  demonstration  of  joy.     Robin 
started  at  seeing   the  Buccaneer  in   so  cheerful 
a  mood,   and  was  endeavouring  to  speak,   when 
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the  other  prevented  his  words  from  coming  forth, 
by  placing  his  hand  on  his  lips.  The  Rangers 
head  grew  dizzy — his  knees  smote  against  each 
other,  and  he  gazed  on  Dalton's  countenance, 
eager  to  ascertain  if  there  was  a  possibility  of 
hope,  or  if  excess  of  grief  had  deranged  his  in- 
tellect. 

"  Silence  !  silence  !  silence  !"  repeated  the  Buc- 
caneer, in  the  subdued  voice  of  a  puny  girl  ; 
and  Robin  thought  his  eye  glared  wildly  as  he 
spoke. 

"  Where  —  where  is  she  ?"  muttered  Robin, 
leaning  for  support  against  a  projecting  stone, 
that  served  as  one  of  the  slides  for  the  rough, 
but  skilfully-managed  doorway — his  heart  pant- 
ing with  anxiety  to  behold,  and  y<?t  dreading 
to  look  upon  the  form  of  the  dead  Barbara. 
The  Buccaneer  pointed  to  where  the  skins  had 
hung  when  Fleetword  was  in  the  chamber,  and 
the  Ranger  attempted  to  move  towards  it;  but  his 
feet  were  as  if  rooted  to  the  earth.  Dalton  watch- 
ed his  agitation  with  a  curious  eye  ;  yet  Robin 
perceived  it  not.  He  made  several  ineffectual  at- 
tempts to  stir  from   his  position  ;   but  continued 
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fixed  in  the  same  spot,  unable  to  willitlrau  his 
gaze  from  the  opening.  At  lengtli  the  blood  cir- 
culated more  freely  in  his  veins,  his  chest  heaved, 
as  if  the  exertion  of  breathing  was  an  effort  he 
could  not  long  continue ;  and  he  staggered,  as 
a  drunken  man,  towards  the  entrance.  The  un- 
certainty of  his  step  was  such  that  he  would 
have  fallen  into  the  chamber,  had  not  the  Buc- 
caneer seized  him  within  his  powerful  grasp,  on 
the  threshold  of  the  inner  chamber,  and  silently 
directed  his  attention  towards  a  pile  of  cushions, 
covered  with  a  variety  of  coloured  silks  and  furs, 
on  which  lay  a  form  he  could  not  mistake.  The 
hair,  divested  of  its  usual  cap,  rested  in  shadowy 
masses  on  the  throat  and  bosom,  and  the  light 
of  the  small  lamp  fell  upon  a  cheek  and  brow 
white  as  monumental  marble.  By  tlie  side  of 
this  rude,  yet  luxurious  couch,  crouched  another 
female,  holding  a  fan,  or  rather  a  mass  of  superb 
ostrich  feathers,  which  she  moved  slowly  to  and 
fro,  so  as  to  create  a  current  of  air  within  the  cell. 
It  contained  one  other  inmate — the  little  and 
ugly  Crisp — lying,  coiled  up,  at  the  foot  of  the 
cushions,   his   nose    resting    between    his    small, 
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rougli  paws,  his  eyes  fixed  ii|x)ii  l»i>  master, 
to  hail  whom  he  sprang  not  forwanl,  as  was 
liis  custt^iii,  with  a  riglit  joyful  and  doggish 
salutation,  but,  uiutcly  and  (juittly,  waggwl 
his  dwarfish  tail  —  so  gently,  that  it  would  not 
have  brushed  oiY  the  down  from  a  butterHy"s 
wing. 

Robin  gras])ed  his  hands  convulsively  together 
— sliook  back  thi'  luiir  that  eurli-d  onct  his  fore- 
head, as  if  it  ])riviiited  his  seeing  clearly — hi* 
breathing  became  still  more  ])ainfully  distinct — 
large  ilr()])s  of  nioisture  burst  uj>on  his  brow — 
his  tonjrue  moved,  but  he  could  utter  no  ^>ound 
— his  under  lij)  worked  in  fearful  convulsion — 
and,  despite  Dalton's  efibrts  to  restrain  him,  he 
sprang  to  the  siile  of  the  couch  with  the  l)ound 
of  a  red  deer,  anil  falling  on  his  knees,  succeed- 
ed in  exclainjing, 

"  She  lives  !   she  lives  I"" 

The  sweet  skvper  at  once  awoke ;  the  long 
ilark  lashes  separated,  and  the  milt!  ha/el  eye 
of  Barbara  turned  once  more  upon  Robin  Havs ; 
a  weak  smile  separated  lips  tiiat  \\\re  as  \\hite 
as    the    teeth     they    sheltered,    as    she    extended 
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liiT  huiui  t«)\variU  the  Kaiiger.  liiit,  as  if  the 
effort  was  too  iimch,  her  eves  again  elosetl  ;  and 
she  woulcl  havi-  looked  as  if  asleej)  in  death, 
l)Ut  that  Kobin  kissed  hir  hand  with  a  respeet- 
ful  feeling  that  would  ha\f  done  honour  to  men 
of  liigluT  breeding.  'Ilie  niaiilin  blood  tinged 
her  cheek  with  a  pale  anil  gentle  colour — the 
hue  that  tints  the  inner  leaves  of  a  young  white 
rose. 

The  Ikiccaneer  had  been  a  silent  .sj»eetator 
of  this  scene,  and  it  had  taught  him  a  new 
lesson — oni',  too,  not  without  its  bittirne>s.  W'lun 
Robin,  with  more  discretion  than  eould  have 
been  expected  from  him,  silentlv  withdrew  into 
tlie  outer  room,  he  liilield  Dalton  standing  in 
an  attitude  of  deep  and  painful  thought  near 
its  furthermost  entrance.  As  the  Hanger  ap- 
proached, his  heart  swelling  with  an  overflowing 
of  jov  and  gratitude  —  his  head  reeling  with 
sensations  so  new,  so  undefinable,  that  he  doul)t- 
ed  if  the  air  he  breathed,  the  earth  he  trod 
on,  was  the  same  as  it  had  been  but  an  hour, 
a  moment  before — yet  suffering  still  from  pre- 
vious   agony,   and    receiving    back    Baibara    as 
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an  offering  from  the  grave,  that  might  have 
closed  over  her  ; — as  the  Ranger  approachetl  the 
Buccaneer,  in  a  frame  of  mind  which  it  is  ut- 
terly impossible  to  define,  Dalton  threw  u|K)n 
him  a  look  so  full  of  contempt,  as  he  glance<l 
over  his  diminutive  and  disproportioned  form, 
tliat  Robin  never  could  have  forgotten  it.  had 
it  not  passed  unnoticed  in  the  deep  feeling  of 
joy  and  thankfulness  that  )X)ssesscHl  his  whole 
soul.  He  seized  the  Skipper's  hand  with  a 
warmth  and  energy  of  feeling  that  moved  his 
friend  again  towards  him.  The  generous  heart 
is  rarely  indifferent  to  the  generous-liearted. 
Dalton  gave  l)ack  tlie  pressure,  although  he 
turned  away  the  next  moment  witli  a  heavy 
sigh. 

Ah  !  it  is  a  common  error  witli  men  to  be- 
lieve that  women  value  beauty  as  much  as  it  is 
valued  by  themselves.  Such  a  feeling  as  that  his 
daughter  entertained  for  Robin  Havs,  Dalton, 
even  in  his  later  years,  could  no  more  understand 
than  an  eagle  can  comprehend  the  quiet  affection 
of  the  cooing  ringdove  for  its  partner  :  the  one 
would  glory  in  sailing  with  his  mate  in  the  light 
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of  the  tropical  sun,  would  scream  with  her  over 
the  agonies  of  a  ilying  fawn,  and  dip  the  beaks 
of  their  callow  youn^  in  blood  ;  the  other,  nest- 
ed in  some  gentle  dell,  the  green  turf  beneath 
watered  by  a  brook,  rip})ling  its  cadences  to 
his  sweet,  though  monotonous  melody  —  would 
peel  for  his  companion  the  husk  from  the  ripen- 
ing corn,  and  shadow  his  brood  from  the  noon- 
ilay  heat.      Yet  the  love  of  both  is  j)erfect. 

The  time  had  been  when,  as  Hugh  Dalton 
walked  on  the  deck  of  his  bright  Fire-fly,  and 
counted  the  stars,  guided  the  helm,  or  watched 
the  clouds  flitting  past  the  disk  of  the  >ilver 
moon,  he  thought  that,  if  his  pardon  were  grant- 
ed, and  he  could  bestow  his  ship  upon  one  in 
the  beauty  and  prime  of  manhood,  who  would 
take  Barbara  to  his  bosom,  and  call  her  by  the 
hallowed  name  of  "  wife,"  he  corld  lay  his  head 
upon  his  pillow,  and  die  in  peace,  the  grandsire 
of  a  race  of  sons,  who  would  carry  the  name 
of  Dalton  honourably  over  the  waves  of  many 
lands.  He  had  never,  in  all  his  adventures, 
met  with  a  youth  who  had  gained  so  much  upon 
his  affections   as   the   lad    Springall.     He    knew 
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him  to  be  brave  and  honest — of  a  frank  and  ge- 
nerous nature,  well  calculated  to  win  the  heart  of 
any  maiden  ;  and  he  had  arranged  for  the  youth's 
temporary  residence  at  Cecil  Place,  at  a  time 
when  he  knew  the  Baronet  could  not  refuse 
aught  that  he  demanded,  with  a  view  to  forward 
a  long- cherished  design. 

"  Barbara  will  see,  and,  I  am  sure,  love  him," 
quoth  Dalton  to  himself:  "  how  can  it  be  other- 
wise ?     Matters   may    change   ere   long,   and,   if 

they  do .     His  family  is  of  an  old  Kentish 

stock,  well-known  for  tluir  loyalty,  which,  in 
trutli,  made  tlic  boy  cjuit  tiu-  canting  ship  the 
Providence  when  he  met  with  a  fitting  oppor- 
tunity. She  cannot  choose  but  love  him ;  and 
even  if,  at  the  end  of  ten  or  twenty  years,  he 
should  turn  out  a  gentleman,  he'll  never  scorn 
her  then  ;  for,  faith,  he  could  not — she  is  too 
like  her  mother  to  be  slighted  of  mortal  man  !"^ 
And  so  he  dreamed,  and  fancied,  as  scores  of 
fathers  have  done  before  and  since,  that  all 
things  were  going  on  rightlv.  ^\llen  Springall 
held  occasional  communication  with  him,  he  never 
saw   him    tread    tlie  deck    without   mentallv    ex- 


Tin:    BLCCANEEIl.  117 

claiming,  "  What  a  brave  skij)jKr  that  boy  will 
make!  He  has  the  very  gait  of  a  commaiuler : 
the  stej)  free,  yet  careless ;  the  voice  clear  as 
a  warning  bell ;  tlie  eye  keen,  and  as  strong  as 
an  eao-le's."  Then  he  wouhl  U)()k  upon  his  ship, 
and,  apostropliising  her  as  a  parent  would  a  foiul- 
ling  child,  continue — 

"  Ah  !  your  figure-head  will  be  all  the  same 
when  he  has  the  command,  and  your  flag  will 
never  change.  Vou  may  double  the  Cape  then 
witliout  dread  of  a  i)rivateer  ;  crowd  sail  be- 
neath t!ie  irreat  sliip  Ar<;o,  or  be  rocked  by 
any  huidbree/e  in  liritaiii  without  (h-ead  of  mo- 
lestation. The  lad  may  look,  as  I  have  often 
done,  over  the  lee-gangway,  during  the  morning 
watch,  seeking  the  sight  of  the  far-off  fleet  — 
the  fleet  that  will  hail  iiim  as  a  friend,  not  a 
foe  I  And  he  will  love  every  spar  of  your  timber 
for  the  sake  of  old  Dalton's  daughter  r 

The  feelings  of  the  Buccaneer  towards  Robin 
Hays  were  of  a  very  different  nature.  He  loved 
and  esteemed  the  manikin,  and  valued  his  ready 
wit  and  his  extreme  honesty.  He  was  also  grati- 
fied by    the  Ranger's  skill  in  penmanship    and 
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book-learning,  and  took  marvellous  tlelight  in 
his  wild  sea-songs ;  but,  that  he  could  look  to 
be  the  husband  of  his  daugliter,  had  never  for 
a  moment  entered  his  thoughts.  Now,  however, 
the  unwelcome  trutii  suddenly  flashed  u|X)n  him  ; 
there  were  signs  and  tokens  that  could  not  mis- 
lead :  the  fearful  agitation  of  the  one — the  evi- 
dent joy  of  the  other — the  flush  that  tinged  her 
cheek,  the  smile  tliat  dwelt,  but  for  a  moment, 
upon  her  pallid  lip,  gave  such  evidence  of  the 
state  of  the  maiden's  heart,  that  Dalton  could 
not  waver  in  his  opinion — coultl  not  for  an  in- 
stant doubt  that  all  his  cherishe<l  plans  were  as 
autunni  leaves,  sent  on  some  especial  mission 
through  the  air,  when  a  wliirlwiml  raves  along 
the  ear  til. 

To  the  Buccaneer  it  was  a  bitter  knowletlge ; 
the  joy  that  his  daughter  was  of  the  living,  and 
not  among  the  dead,  was,  for  the  time,  more  than 
half  destroyed  by  the  certainty  that  she  had 
thrown  away  the  jewel  of  her  affections  upon 
one  wliom,  in  his  wrath,  Dalton  termeti  "  a  de- 
formed ape." 


i 
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'I'hc  liiu'caiurr  tiinu-d  IVoin  tlif  KaJi^ur  in 
lii-avv  and  lu'artfilt  di^appointincnt ;  tliLii  walk- 
ed two  or  thrtv  times  across  the  outward  r(H)m, 
and  tlicn  niotionrd  Robin  Hays  to  follow  him 
up  till'  stairs,  li'adin<;  to  the  hack  chamhcr  of 
the  small  hostelry  of  the  Gull's  Nest  Crag. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Good  Sir,  look  upon  him — 
But  let  it  be  with  my  eyes,  and  the  care 
You  should  owe  to  your  daughter's  life  and  safety, 
Of  which,  without  him,  she  's  uncapable, 
And  you  '11  approve  him  worthy. 

Massimger. 

The  apartment  which  the  Buccaneer  selected 
as  his  place  of  conference  was  at  some  distance 
from,  though  on  a  line  with,  that  which  Fleet- 
word  had  so  unwillingly  tenanted.  Its  entrance 
was  by  two  doors,  one  of  secret  construction, 
leading  to  the  stairs,  the  other  opening  into  the 
passage  that  was  frequented  by  all  who  were 
connected  with  the  Fire-fly. 

"  Now  —  now,"  said  Robin,    "  tell — tell   me, 
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Captain,  how  all  the  wonderful  things  of  the 
past  days  have  happened :  it  is  a  strange  mystery, 
yet  it  was  a  horrid  dream  !'"■ 

Dalton  again  sighed,  but  more  heavily  than 
before,  as  he  replied,  "  My  adventures  are  soon 
told.  I  had  dispatched  to  the  Protector  such 
documents  as  1  knew  would  lead  him  to  prevent 
the  marriage  of  Lady  Constantia ;  my  heart  re- 
lented towards  her,  and  I  saw  that  Providence 
was  working  its  reed  in  other  ways  without  my 
aid.  Secreted  in  one  of  the  Chapel  vaults,  I 
watched  the  coming  of  those  who  were  to  stay 
the  ceremony.  I  knew  the  certainty  that  come 
they  would,  for  I  could  rely  upon  the  speed  of 
the  man  I  trusted,  and  that  Oliver  would  act 
upon  the  instant,  I  had  no  doubt.  I  have  long 
had  my  own  plans  of  revenge  against  the  villain 
Burrell,  but  they  were  too  slow  for  one  so  per- 
fect in  iniquity.  Robin !  he  would  have  mur- 
dered me  on  board  my  own  ship,  I  listened  for 
the  tramp  of  the  soldiers  —  gloating  in  my  own 
mind  over  his  disappointment,  and  exulting  in 
his  fall,  thinking  how  his  proud  spirit  would 
be  brought  low  amid  the  crowded  court !     But 
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they  tarried — I  could  not  hear  the  sound  of  their 
horses"'  hoofs — although  within  the  old  Abbey 
Chapel  were  the  bride,  the  bridegroom  — (curse 
him!) — and  their  attendants.  Again  I  listened  — 
the  ceremony  began — I  sniffed  the  breeze  like  a 
war-steed — I  heard  them  coming,  but  tlie  preach- 
er was  speaking  the  words,  and  they  would  arrive 
too  late.  All  consideration  for  my  own  safety  was 
lost  in  my  longing  for  revenge,  and,  I  will  add, 
my  deep  desire  to  save  the  lamb  from  the  tiger"'s 
fangs.  I  rushed  towards  the  Chapel — there  was 
a  pistol-shot  —  it  gave  speed  to  my  steps.  At 
the  door  I  encountered  Burrell  ;  and  he — he, 
the  fiend,  screamed  into  mv  ears  that  my  child 
was  slain !" 

Dalton  and  Robin  Hays  both  shuddered,  and 
some  minutes  had  elapsed  before  the  Buccaneer 
resumed  his  story. 

"  I  know  not  what  I  did,  except  that  the  place 
was  filled  with  armed  men,  and  the  dastard  Bur- 
rell commanded  the  fanatic  Jones  (I  remembered 
him  well)  to  seize  me ;  moreover,  he  would  have 
fired,  I  believe  he  did  fire,  but  my  memory  is 
sadlv  confused. 
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Then  Barbara,  wliose  blood  was  streaming 
from  her  wound,  sprano;  to  my  bosom — sweet 
girl! — and  hung,  as  I  thought,  a  corpse  upon 
my  arm.  When  I  looked  upon  her  pallid  clieeks 
and  livid  lips,  I  could  have  braved  a  thousand 
deaths  sooner  than  have  left  her  to  be  buried  in 
their  black  and  filthy  clay  ;  and  I  spoke  from  my 
heart  to  them,  and  I  think  Lady  Constantia 
spoke  too;  and  they  let  us  pass,  me  and  my 
dead  child  ! 

I  carried  her  round  the  Chapel,  and  sank  witli 
her  into  the  vault,  where  I  had  been  concealed — 
that  which  contains  the  passage  leading  up  to 
Minster,  and  then  sloping  down  the  hill  ;  and 
I  placed  my  daughter  on  the  ground  and  closed 
the  entrance,  as  we  have  ever  done.  And  then 
I  sat  on  the  earth  and  raised  her  head  and  shoul- 
ders on  my  knees,  and  loosening  her  kerchief  to 
look  at  the  wound,  which  I  had  no  doubt  had 
been  inflicted  by  the  Jewess  Zillah —  shall  I  ever 
forget  the  sensation  ! — I  cannot  describe  it,  so 
different  from  anything  I  ever  felt  —  ever  can 
feel :  —  her  bosom  was  warm,  as  the  fleece  of  a 
young  unshorn  lamb,  and  her  heart  palpitated 
G  2 
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within  it."  The  rugged  Buccaneer  covered  his 
face  with  his  hands,  and  Robin,  in  a  voice 
which  strong  emotion  rendered  ahiiost  inarticu- 
late, said, 

"  I  know  what  must  have  been  your  feelings 
from  what  I  myself  felt  so  short  a  time  past."' 

Hugh  Dalton  slowly  withdrew  his  broad  palms 
from  his  countenance,  and  looking  somewhat 
sternly  on  the  Ranger,  replied,  "  Young  man, 
that  you  love  my  daughter,  I  liave  seen  but 
too  plainly ;  and  I  take  it  ill  that  you  told 
me  not  of  it  before."  Robin  would  have  inter- 
rupted,—  but  he  motioned  him  to  remain  silent. 
"  We  will  talk  of  it  hereafter  ; — only  this — you 
may  love  her,  but  you  cannot  love  her  with 
a  parent's  love.  It  is  as'  deep  as  it  is  myste- 
rious ;  it  comes  with  the  first  look  a  father  casts 
upon  his  babe ;  the  infant,  which  to  the  whole 
world  seems  a  misshapen,  an  unpleasant  thing 
to  look  upon,  to  him  is  a  being  of  most  per- 
fect beauty — the  hope — the  prop — the  stay  of 
his  future  life.  Upon  that  weak,  helpless,  in- 
animate creature,  his  heart  leans — the  heart  of 
the    strongest   man    leans    upon    it.     The   world 
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liolds  out  no  promise  to  teni])t  him  like  tlie 
well-doing  of  his  child.  It  is  a  wonderful  mys- 
tery,'"' continued  the  Buccaneer,  reverently  un- 
covering his  head,  as  men  do  when  they  are 
about  to  enter  a  place  of  worship  ;  "  it  is  most 
wonderful,  the  lioly  love  which  comes  upon  us, 
for  the  simple,  senseless,  powerless  things,  that 
fill  us  with  so  much  hope,  and  strength,  and 
energy  !  I  saw  a  whale  once,  who,  when  her 
young  one  was  struck  by  the  harpoon,  came 
rio-ht  between  it  and  the  ship,  and  bore  tlie 
blows,  and  took  the  fatal  weapons  again  and 
again  into  her  bleeding  body ;  and  when  she 
was  struggling,  and  the  sea  around  was  dyed 
as  red  as  scarlet,  still  she  tried  to  save  her  off- 
spring, and  managed  so  as  to  die  lying  over 
it.  It  was  the  very  time  that  I  was  bringing 
my  own  girl  to  England— a  little  creature,  sleep- 
in  o-  in  my  bosom— and  it  was  by  a  vessel  in  our 
company  the  poor  whale  was  killed  ;  for  I  would 
not  suffer  one  of  my  men  to  have  a  hand  in 
such  a  sickening  job :  but  I  never  forgot  it— 
never— how  she  lay  over  her  young,  shielding 
it   to  the   last  with  her  own  body  !     I   used  to 
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pray — I  could  pray  whenever  I  took  my  Bar- 
bara into  my  arms  ! — I  thought  it  a  duty  then 
to  pray  for  her,  and  I  trusted  that  she  would 
hereafter  pray  for  me.  Had  I  always  her 
sweet  face  to  look  upon,  I  should  be  free  from 
many  a  crime  I — It  is  a  beautiful  mystery,  I 
say  again ;  and  no  one  but  myself,  young  man, 
can  ever  tell  what  I  felt  when  I  knew  that  she 
was  yet  alive !  As  soon  as  I  had  sufficiently 
collected  my  senses,  I  examined  the  wound. 
Often  had  I  looked  on  blood  ;  and  wounds  were 
familiar  to  me,  as  blackberries  to  a  schoolboy; 
but  I  trembled  from  head  to  foot,  as  if  I  had 
never  seen  eitlier.  The  ball  had  made  its  own 
way  out  under  the  shoulder;  and,  as  conscious- 
ness was  fast  returning,  I  endeavoured  to  staunch 
the  stream,  which  flowed  so  copiously  that  I 
began  to  dread  the  destruction  of  my  newly 
raised  hopes.  While  I  was  thus  occupied,  I 
heard  so  deeply  drawn  a  sigh  from  some  one 
close  to  me,  that  1  started  back,  and  was  hor- 
rified at  seeing  the  source  of  all  the  evil  —  the 
Jewess  Zillah  —  pale  as  ashes,  standing  by  my 
side.     I    cursed   her  with    a    wicked  curse,    and 
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was  about  to  inHict  instant,  but  most  unju^t 
punishiiK'nt.  TIk-  unfortunate  creature  pro- 
strated herself  at  my  feet,  and  explained,  as 
briefly  as  her  sobs  permitted,  that,  enrao;ed  at 
BurreH's  treachery  — fimlin<^  herself  tieserted  by 
Fleetword,  whose  faith  she  relied  upon — imagin- 
ing that  Mistress  Cecil  was  leagued  against  her, 
from  the  circumstance  of  her  never  taking  notice 
of  the  communications  she  wrote  and  confided 
to  Jeromio's  care — wrought  up,  in  fact,  to  a 
pitch  of  frenzy,  she  determined  on  destroying 
Burrell's  destined  bride,  whose  appearance  she 
had  confounded  witli  that  of  my  ])oor  Barbara  ! 
Nothing  could  exceed  her  penitence.  She  had 
groped  her  way  to  the  secret  entrance  into  the 
tomb.  It  had  been  revealed  to  her  by  the  traitor 
Jeromio.  She  returned  with  us  after  nightfall  to 
this  horrid  place ;  and  has  ever  since  watched 
my  poor  child  with  the  earnestness  and  care  of 
a  most  devoted  sister.  I  am  astonished  how 
she  escaped  Sir  Willmott's  vengeance.  He  was 
so  hemmed  in  by  difficulties,  that  he  had  no 
power  to  act,  though  he  tried  hard  for  it.  The 
villain  Jeromio " 
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"  I  heard  of  that,"  interrupted  Robin;  "  Roup- 
all  told  me  all :  he  met  me  but  a  little  time 
past  in  the  Fox  Glen  ;  and  there,  too,  I  saw  the 
traitor"'s  head,  with  tlie  ravens  feasting  on  their 
prey  !" 

"  Ah  !  ah  !"  exclaimed  Dalton,  *'  is  that  the 
way  Sir  Willmott  treats  his  wedding  present  I 
The  Fox  Glen  is  beneath  his  chamber  window  ; 
so  I  suppose  he  cantered  it  out  to  find  its  own 
grave  in  the  grassy  hollow." 

"  Is  this  Barbara's  father  !"  thought  Robin, 
"  and  the  man  wlio  would  not  kill  a  cub- 
whale  i' — How  wonderful  !  how  strange  his  modi- 
fications of  feeling:  tlie  older  he  grows,  the  niore 
incomprehensible  he  becomes." 

Robin  then  detailed  the  particulars  of  his 
journey  since  he  left  the  Gull's  Nest,  which, 
as  we  are  already  acquainted  with  them,  need 
not  be  repeated  here,  and  raised  himself  con- 
siderably in  the  Buccaneer's  estimation  by  his 
attention,  shrewdness,  and,  above  all,  by  tlie  ac- 
count he  gave  of  his  interview  with  Cromwell. 

"  I  believe  it,  Rob,  I  believe  it  —  I  am  sure 
you  would  not  betray  me !     But  I  fear  we  must 
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abandon    this    j)lact this    and   all    others    of   a 

similar  ck'scription.  I  kmw  that  as  soon  as  in- 
ternal commotions  ceased,  old  Noll  would  root 
us  out.  He  will  set  liurrell  on  the  trail,  if 
he  can  <ret  no  other  informer;  for  he  has  nevt-r 
ht'en  too  ^reat  not  to  make  u>e  of  filthv  tools  to 
effect  his  purpose.  He  had  hi  en  here  long  ago 
hut  that  he  dislikes  to  employ  such  troops  as 
he  has  trained  in  hunting  up  moles  and  water- 
rats.  Yet  he  thinks  it  a  disgrace  to  his  policy 
not  to  know  all  things,  even  the  hiding-holes 
along  the  coast.  There's  good  nesting  in  the 
Cornish  cliffs  ;  l)ut  I  lia\e  doiu'  witli  it,  pardon 
or  no  ])ardon.  Sir  Robert  Cecil  's  gone  mad, 
and  I  have  a  game  to  play  there  still.  \N  hat 
you  tell  me  of  Walter  is  most  strange  ;  vet  I 
feel  certain  he  is  safe,  and  my  course,  in  refer- 
ence to  him,  must  be  guided  by  the  events 
that  a  very  few  hours  will  doubtless  produce. 
Cromwell  —  Roundhead  and  rebel  as  he  is  —  un- 
less he  be  marvellously  changed  —  has  generosity 
enough  to  guarantee  the  youth's  safety,  were  he  a 
thousand  times  more  dangerovis  than  he  can  be. 
Whatever  may  be  my  fate,  his  will  be  a  happy 
G  5 
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one.  They  may  leave  me  to  rot  upon  a  gibbet, 
so  he  and  my  sweet  Barbara  are  safe."" 

"  But,"  observed  Robin,  "  I  dread  no  such 
peril  for  you.  Even  if  danger  awaits  you  in 
England,  there  are  other  lands — "" 

"  Ah  !  but  my  chihl  —  my  child  !  Shall  I 
leave  her  among  strangers,  or  take  her  into  a 
world  tliat  will  rol)  Iht  of  lur  wealtli  —  inno- 
cence ?'' 

"  Gold  will  do  much  ;  there  are  many  about 
the  court  of  Oliver  who  love  the  yellow  colour 
and  the  pleasant  chink  of  coin." 

"  No,  I  have  other  and  stronger  means  of  buy- 
ing mercy.  But  mercy  is  not  all  I  want — I  some- 
times think,  that  were  1  to  walk  uj>  to  M'hitehall, 
banned  as  I  am,  Cromwell  would  not  touch  a  hair 
of  my  head.  1  would  say,  '  God  direct  me  for 
the  best  !'  only  I  fear  He  has  no  thought  of  me, 
except  for  my  girl's  sake  :  And,  Robin,  touching 
her,  I  must  again  say,  that " 

Whatever  the  Buccaneer  would  have  addetl, 
Springall's  entrance  at  the  moment  prevented. 
He  seemed  delighted  at  meeting  Robin,  and 
inquired   in    the    same   breath    if    he    liad    been 
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with  his  inotliLT.  Hohiii  said,  "  NO."'  Sj)rin<^all 
then  tokl  him  she  was  ill — fancied  herself  dying, 
and  that,  as  the  old  dame  seemed  so  wishfnl  t<» 
see  INIistress  Cecil,  saying  >he  had  something 
important  to  conuiiunicate  to  lur,  he  had  gone 
np  to  Cecil  Place,  and  found  u  strange  niessen- 
ger  to  do  his  bidding.  Robin  neetled  no  urging 
to  seek  his  mother,  whom  he  tenderly  loved  ;  and 
when  he  had  left  the  room,  the  Buccaneer  could 
not  help  observing,  that  a  parent's  first  thoughts 
after  a  journey  are  with  the  child,  l)ut  that  a  child 
does  not  always  first  i\y  to  the  parent  :  "  And 
yet,"  pursued  Dalton,  ''  tlie  l)ov  loves  his  mo- 
ther !" 

"  Captain  o'  mine,""'  said  the  ever-jovous  and 
affectionate  sailor,  who  deserved  the  attachment 
bestowed  upon  hiu.  by  the  Skipper — "  Captain 
o'  mine,  I  have  news  for  you.  Vou  see,  I  sailed 
right  for  the  old  port,  and  just  as  I  was  going 
to  steer  into  harbour,  I  spied  one  of  the  steel- 
caps  lounging  about  the  great  gate,  and  peeping 
through  the  bars  like  a  lion  that  would  and 
couldn't ;  but  I  knew  he  was  one  who  could  if 
he  would,  and  though  I  had  a  message  for  Mis- 
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tress  Cecil,  yet  I  didn't  see  the  good  of  trusting 
him ;  and  so  I  crowded  sail  to-leeward  into  the 
Green  Cave,  and  on  under  the  arch  that  has 
openings  enough  ;  but  no  one  could  1  see  until 
I  was  just  by  the  Church  at  Minster,  when,  on 
the  look-out,  I  got  a  glimpse  of  a  sail,  and  sus- 
pecting it  to  be  something  in  the  privateer  line, 
I  hove-to  and  used  my  trumpet,  and  who  should 
it  turn  out  to  be  but  tlie  young  Cromwell !  and 
I  couldn't  for  the  life  of  nic  help  hoisting  false 
colours  and  dealing  in  the  s])irit  line  ;  so  she 
took  me  for  a  ghost  when  I  delivered  Mother 
Hays's  message  to  Mistress  Constantia  :  then  she 
blew  out  like  a  nor'-wester,  and  floutctl,  and 
called  names  ;  and  what  else  do  ye  think  she 
did  ?  By  Jove,  she  shouted,  '  Below  there  ! — 
tinn  out  the  guard  !'  and  stamped  her  little 
foot.  Never  trust  me,  if  her  ankle  isn't  as  neatly 
turned  as  the  smoothest  whistle  that  ever  hung 
from  a  boatswain's  neck  !  After  a  while  she  said 
something  about  jugglery,  and  I  called  her  a 
little  Roundhead;  and,  to  be  sure,  how  she  did 
stamp  !  Then  presently  down  tumbled  Mistress 
Maud  from  the  steeple,  where,   I  guess,  she  had 
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been  making  observations,  and  Lailv  1'  raniis 
rated  the  waiting-nmid  soundly,  whicli  I  diilnl 
grudge  her — the  frip])ery,  insolent  baggage  !  It 
isn't  a  month  since  she  called  me  a  chip  of  the 
jib-boom  and  an  ugly  fellow!  —  1  glv  fellow, 
indeed  !"  repeated  Springall,  twitching  uj)  his 
trowsers  —  "  I  wonder  what  she  meant  by  ugly 
fellow  !" 

"So  do  I,"  said  the  Skipper,  with  a  sigli ; 
for  his  mind  was  still  '  harping  on  his  daughter  :"■ 
"  So  do  I,  but  women  have  strange  fancies. 
Let  me  now  ask  you  what  news  you  have,  for 
I  cannot  see  how  this  concerns  me." 

"  Let  me  read  my  log  my  own  way,  or  I 
cannot  read  it  at  all — and  you  know,  Master, 
I  never  spin  a  long  yarn,  except  when  I  can't 
help  it." 

Dalton  smiled,  for,  of  all  the  youths  he  had 
ever  known,  Springall  loved  the  most  to  hear 
himself  talk. 

"  When  1  had  delivered  my  message,  and  had 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  a  rascally  Round- 
head, and  a  princess  (as  they  call  her,)  was  em- 
ployed in  doing  my  bidding,"  continued  the  lad, 
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"  I  tacked  about,  and  loitered  along,  looking  at 
the  queer  tackling  of  the  hedges,  and  the  gay 
colours  hoisted  by  the  little  flowers,  and  won- 
dering within  myself  how  anv  one  would  like 
to  be  confined  to  the  land  with  its  hills  and 
hollows,  where  it's  the  same,  same  thing,  over 
and  over  again ;  when  I  spied  two  steel  caps 
and  a  gentleman  in  black  steerinjj  along  the 
road  to  Cecil  Place.  So  I  thought  it  would  be 
only  civil  to  go  with  them,  seeing  they  were 
strangers ;  but  I  did  not  care  to  let  them  spy 
me,  so  I  ancliored  in  the  hedge  till  they  came 
up,  and  then  crept  along  —  along,  on  the  other 
side,  like  a  tortoise,  and  as  slowly  too,  faith  I 
for  the  road  is  so  bad  they  were  forced  to  lead 
their  horses,  except  the  black  one,  who,  I  found, 
was  the  Protector's  own  doctor  going  to  cure 
Sir  Robert  Cecil !  Wliat  do  you  think  of  that. 
Captain  ?" 

Dalton  saw  no  necessity  for  reply,  and  Spring- 
all  continued  :  — 

"  I  gathered  from  their  talk  that  Cromwell 
himself  was  on  the  road,  coming  bodily  to  inquire 
into  the  murder,  (as  they  supposed,)  and  to  rout 
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out  tlie  simi<;glers ;  and  the  rascals  were  even 
talking  about  the  prizes,  having  heard  the  place 
was  full  of  riches  :  and  they  said  thev  were  sure 
that  more  than  one  thin<>-  broutiht  his  Highness 
such  a  journey.  At  every  stumble  their  horses 
made,  the  psalm-singing  scoundrels  ottered  up 
an  ejaculation.  INIay  I  never  reef  a  sail,  Cap- 
tain, if  they  didn't  pray  more,  going  that  lengtli 
of  road,  than  you,  and  I,  and  all  the  crew  of 
the  Fire-fly  put  together,  have  prayed  during 
the  last  twelve,  ay,  twice  twelve  months  ! — How 
is  Mistress  Barbara .''''"' 

"  What  a  giddy  mind  is  yours,  Springall,'" 
said  Dal  ton  ;  "in  the  same  breath  you  speak 
of  danger,  and  ask  for  my  peace-loving  child." 

"  More  than  she  would  do  for  me,"  replied  the 
boy,  sulkily,  adding,  with  some  of  the  wisdom 
of  matured  manhood,  "  She  must  not  remain 
here  though,  no,  not  another  night,  for  who 
knows  what  those  rascals  would  be  at  ?  I  am 
much  inclined  to  think  with  the  crop-eared 
fellows,  that  his  Highness  (the  Devil  take  such 
Highnesses;  say  I  !)  would  never  lay  to  wind- 
ward and  trust  himself  on  the  island,  unless  he 
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had  good  reason  to  think  he  could  kill  two,  ay, 
ten  birds  with  one  stone  ;  he  is  too  old  a  man 
now  to  go  dancing  about  the  country  because 
of  a  murder,  or  a  wedding — neither  of  which  he 
cares  much  about."*^ 

"  Except  when  they  come  home — (piite  home 
— and  Mistress  Constantia  is  to  him  like  an  own 
child.  There  V,  a  deal  of  difference  in  the  colour 
of  our  own  blood  and  that  of  other  people. 
But  we  must  see  to  it,  Springall,  and  without 
delay.  The  Pire-fly  is,  as  you  know,  tricked 
out  like  a  Dutcli  lugger,  masts — sails — all  I  I 
defy  even  Robin  Hays  to  know  her;  and  I  had 
a  report  spread  at  Sheerness  and  Queenborough 
that  she  had  the  plague  aboard.  Tom  o"'  Co- 
ventry, and  another  o'  the  lads  have  talked  of 
nothing  else  at  the  hostelries  ;  and  not  an  hour 
ago  I  sent  a  message  to  Jabez  Tippet,  with  a 
three  gallon  memorandum  of  the  best  Nantz, 
so  that  he  might  prate  of  it  to  all  who  crossed 
the  Ferry.  Her  cargo  is  nearly  discharged,  and 
there  are  but  four  men  aboard  ;  they  walk  the 
deck  by  two,  as  sentries,  to  keep  up  the  de- 
ception; but  evil  is  in  the  wind  when  the  Pro- 
tector is  stirring.     I   should    have  got  her  out, 
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far  out  before,  liiul  I  not  been  obliged  to  move 
lier  backwards  and  forwards,  owing  to  the  cursctl 
mischances  of  the  times ;  and,  Springall,  1  am  not 
the  man  I  was." 

"  Look,  Captain  V  said  the  boy,  energetically  ; 
"  I  would  rather  set  a  torch  to  the  powder-chest 
of  that  gay  ship,  than  have  her  turned  into  a 
Roundhead.  Didn't  1  with  my  own  eyes  see 
a  lubberly  rascal  take  a  chisel,  or  some  o'  their 
land  tools,  and  shave  every  lock  of  hair  off  the 
figure-head  of  the  '  Koyal  Charles,'  and  even  ott" 
the  beard,  shorten  the  nose  into  a  stub,  and 
then  scrawl  untler  it,  *  The  l)les^e(l  change  ;  this 
regenerated  vessel  will  be  known  hereafter  as  the 
Holy  Oliver'  ?  Wasn't  that  blasphemy  ?  Come, 
Captain,  rouse  yourself;  let's  call  a  council — 
there's  little  Robin  Hays,  he  loves  her  timbers 
as  he  loves  his  life — there's  the  boatswain,  and 
a  lot  of  honest  hands.  Let's  ship  the  ballast — 
the  women  I  mean — and  off  for  the  Americees. 
Let  them  blow  Gull's  Nest  to  the  devil,  if  they 
like  ;  so  our  trim  ship  is  safe,  what  need  we  care .'' 
Ill  luck  is  in  the  land  to  any  who  touch  it,  save 
to  put  off  a  rich  cargo  or  take  in  fresh  water." 

Dalton    shook   his   head,   and   his   heart  sank 
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within  him  ;  his  mind  becoming  more  and  more 
perplexed,  when  he  remembered  the  two  help- 
less females  who  depended  on  him — the  one  for 
life,  the  other  for  justice — his  own  desire  for 
pardon,  too,  struggling  witli  his  affection  for  liis 
vessel. 

He  paced  the  room  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then,  accompanied  by  the  animated  and  daring 
young  sailor,  sallied  f(jrth  in  search  of  Robin 
Hays,  having  first  resolved  that  the  Preacher 
Fleetword  should  be  sent  to  kcrp  watch  by 
the  bedside  of  the  dying  woman. 
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CHAPTKH   \  III. 


E'en  sucli  is  Time  ;  which  takes  in  trust 
Our  youth,  our  joys,  and  all  we  have  ; 
And  i)ays  us  nought  but  npe  and  dust, 
Which  in  the  diirk  and  silent  f^rave, 
M'hcn  we  have  wander'd  all  our  ways, 
Shuts  up  the  story  of  our  ilavs. 

Sill   \\'ai.ti:k   Kai.kigii. 


Robin,  when  he  (juitted  the  liuccaneer,  pro- 
ceeded not  towards  his  mother's  house,  but  again 
entered  the  chamber  in  which  Barbara  lay  :  he 
paused,  and  listened  to  ascertain  if  she  again  slept. 
He  heard  no  sound,  and  at  length  ventured  to 
divide  the  drapery,  and  look  within.  The  mo- 
tion, slight  as  it  was,  was  noticed  by  the  gentle 
maid,  who  beckoned  with  her  finger,  and  her 
lover  was  in  an  instant  by  her  side. 
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"  I  shall  be  well  —  soon  well  again,  Robin,"" 
she  murmured  ;  "  and  I  know  vou  will  be  glad 
when  I  am  so." 

Robin  made  no  reply,  but  stood  wondering 
at  the  exceeding  beauty  of  thu  beloved  ol)ject 
that  lay  upon  that  strange,  but  not  ungraceful 
couch.  He  had  heretofore  only  seen  Barbara 
in  the  oddly-fashioned  dress,  and  with  the  hum- 
ble bearing  of  a  servant  ;  but  now,  reclining 
on  ])iles  of  skins  and  velvets,  her  hair  falling 
in  unconstrained  and  untutored  profusion  over 
her  white  throat,  and  hlirouding  her  slight  figure, 
she  seemed  to  liiin  the  embodying  of  all  he  had 
ever  imagined  as  belonging  to  the  exquisite 
creatures  of  other  worlds.  Sour  and  sarcastic 
as  he  was,  there  were  few  in  that  age  who  had 
more  frequently  dreamed  of  the  }>ure  and  holy 
beings  that  people  the  imagination  of  richly- 
endowed  minds.  Solitude  is  the  nurse  of  all 
that  is  good  within  us.  The  world  stains  what 
it  touches;  and  the  more  we  withdraw  from 
it,  the  better  we  become.  Robin  knew  much  of 
its  wickedness  ;  but,  fortunately,  had  ever  suffi- 
cient leisure  and  sufficient   loneliness   for   reflec- 
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tioii.  Never  tell  us,  that  a  man  can  walk  bi-- 
neath  the  rainbow's  arch,  and  not  think  of  the 
Power  that  plaet-d  it  there  !  that  hv  can  stand 
on  the  tall  elifTs  ])eak,  and  not  drink  in  the 
fidncss  of  God's  exceedin*;  gh)ry  —  that  he  can 
hear  the  small  land)s  hleat,  or  inhale  thi'  j)er- 
fume  of  the  hawthorn,  without  thankfulness  to 
the  great  Author  of  all  !  Devoid  of  anv  thinoj 
like  a  settled  creed,  he  still  had  many  vague, 
yet  sublime  conceptions  of  the  mightiness  and 
the  goodness  of  a  Power  that  fills  the  universe 
with  His  presence.  iNIany  there  are  with  such 
belief;  and  many,  whose  hearts  aspire  to  a  more 
defined  and  intimate  knowledge  of  the  Great 
Fountain  of  Life ;  and  for  lack  of  opportunitv 
— for  want  of  proper  direction,  either  plunge 
amid  the  pitfalls  and  quagmires  of  infidelity, 
or  are  lost  amid  the  equally  dangerous  fallacies 
of  various  and  contradictory  interpretations  of 
the  same  perfect  and  beautiful  creed.  Happy 
was  it  for  the  Ranger  that  she  he  so  trulv 
loved  was  religious  in  its  purest  and  simplest 
sense — gifted  with  that  gentle  and  holy  wisdom, 
which  instructed  her  in  the  honest  rule  of  right, 
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and  rendered  her  unobtrusively  impervious  to 
temptation. 

"  I  shall  be  soon  well  again,''  she  repeated  ; 
'•  and  do  not  look  so  sadly  on  me,  Robin :  in- 
deed I  shall  soon  be  well." 

"  Thank  God  for  that,  Barbara !"  he  replied. 
*'  I  bless  God  that  it  is  so  !" 

"  Robin  !  Do  you  really  mean  that  you  do 
thank  God :  is  it  your  heart,  or  your  lips  that 
speak  ?" 

"  As  God  sees  me,  I  think  that  both  speak, 
Barbara." 

"  Then,"  said  the  girl,  "  I  bless  God  more  for 
that,  than  for  the  saving  of  ray  life.  I  pray 
daily  for  those  to  whom  I  owe  much ;  but  for 
you  and  my  father,  I  say  double  prayers." 

"  Because  you  think  we  need  them  doubly  .''" 
inquired  the  Ranger,  smiling. 

"  Even  so ;  for  since  I  have  lain  here,  not 
being  able  to  talk  much  with  that  kind  stranger, 
who  has  more  than  atoned  for  what  she  did  by 
her  present  goodness  to  me,  I  have  had  time  for 
reflection  ;  and— and — I  have  prayed  very  much 
for  you,  Robin  Hays.'"" 
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"  Perhaps,"  said  the  Ranger,  (his  strong  and 
turbulent  feelings  struggling  painfully  in  his 
bosom,)  "  perhaps,  Barbara,  your  prayers  arc  all 
you  mean  to  give  me  ?" 

"  Robin,"  replied  the  maiden,  while  a  flush 
passed  over  her  pale  cheek,  "  you  are  often  un- 
just ;  but  I  forgive  it :  for  you  arc  abroad  in  the 
world,  which,  I  believe,  makes  people  unkind. 
And  yet  I  did  not  mean  you  were  unkind,  Robin. 
Now  do  not  turn  away  so  strangely.  I  would 
give  the  life  that  has  been  so  lately  restored  to 
me,  that  your  faith  was  as  my  faith,— that  your 
God  was  my  God." 

The  Ranger  fell  on  his  knees  by  the  side  of  the 
couch,  and  clasping  his  hands  energetically  to- 
gether, replied,  not  in  a  loud,  but  in  a  low,  ear- 
nest tone — 

"  Barbara,  teach  me  your  faith,  and  I  will 
learn  it — learn  anything  from  your  lips  :  I  will 
cast  aside  ray  waywardness — my  nature  shall  be 
changed — I  will  become  gentle  as  a  babe.  And 
as  to  your  God,  I  am  no  heathen,  Barbara,  but  an 
Englishman,  and  all  so  born  know  there  is  but 
One  to  worship  !" 
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"  Ay,  but  One,"  replied  the  gentle  and 
thoughtful  girl ;  "  yet  a  wild,  reckless  temper 
like  yours  is  ever  verging  to  idolatry,  to  the 
formation  of  many  gods,  Do  you  not  worship 
Mammon  when  you  risk  body  and  soul  to  procure 
ill-gotten  gold  ?" 

"  Reformation  is  the  work  of  time,  and  there 
will  be  time  for  it,  Barbara,  when  you  are  better. 
I  will  sit  during  the  whole  length  of  the  Sabbath- 
days,  winter  and  summer  all  the  same,  from  sun- 
rise to  sunset,  and  listen  to  the  w  ord  of  God  :  1 
will  not  speak,  I  will  not  look  except  to  you,  and 
you  shall  read  to  me  from  the  beginning  to  the 
end,  and  explain,  and  pray  :  and  even  on  week- 
days, I  will  hear  it  for  one  hour  each  evening, 
from  Monday  till  Saturday,  week  after  week,  till 
I  understand  what  you  expound.  Will  not  that 
improve  me,  Barbara  ?" 

A  smile,  succeeded  by  an  expression  of  much 
anxiety,  passed  over  her  innocent  countenance, 
and  then  she  spoke. 

"  God  knows,  Robin,  that  I  have  much  trouble 
— my  father,  I  see,  I  feel,  loves  his  ship  better 
than  any  earthly   thing  ;    and  though   it  w'ould 
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anger  him  to  know  it,  yet  I  do  wish  from  my 
heart  the  vessel  would  fade  from  the  waters  as  a 
shadow  from  the  green  hill's  side.  He  will  never 
become  a  staid  man  —  never  set  his  heart  on 
things  above — never  either  be  happy,  or  make 
me  so,  until  no  plank  floats  upon  ocean  that  calls 
him  master.  Ah  me,  Robin !  Mistress  Cecil 
used  to  say  that  age  brought  wisdom  ;  and,  if 
so,  methinks  wisdom  brings  sorrow." 

It  was  some  minutes  before  the  Ranger  offered 
any  comment  on  her  words.  At  length  he  assured 
her  how  fully  he  agreed  in  believing  that  Dalton 
would  be  much  more  happy  if  his  ship  "  faded," 
as  she  termed  it,  "from  the  waters; — and 
yet,"  he  added,  "  it  would  be  as  the  separating 
of  soul  and  body !" 

"  A  fearful  separation  that  would  indeed  be, 
and  one  I  could  not  bear  to  think  on.  Ah,  Robin  ! 
I  felt  death  in  a  dream  once,  and  once  almost  in 
reality  ; — and  yet  my  dear  father,  he  is  the  soul, 
and  the  ship  the  body — the  worthless  body  that 
ties  him  to  the  earth  !" 

"  And  has  Barbara  no  little  fable  of  her  own 
to  make  that  come  out  prettily  ?'''' 

VOL.    III.  H 


146  THE    BUCCANEER. 

"  Ah,  Robin  !  I  think  of  fables,  as  you  call 
them,  as  much  as  ever,  but  am  not  able  to  speak 
them  now ;  so,  good  b'ye,  Robin,  and  let  not  the 
promise  you  have  made  me  be  like  the  flower  of 
the  wild  rock-rose,  which  blooms  and  blights 
within  a  single  day.  ^VTien  we  indeed  sit  to- 
gether, and  read  and  pray,  remember  the  pledge 
you  have  now  given  freely  to  one  who  will  labour 
to  make  you  happy  all  the  day  long.*" 

Robin  again  pressed  his  lips  upon  her  hand, 
and  left  the  chamber  with  feelings  of  deep  joy 
and  gratitude  that  mock  description.  He  had, 
however,  to  witness  a  scene  of  a  nature  very  dif- 
ferent. 

The  last  interview  between  him  and  his  mother 
was  brief,  for  duties  towards  those  who  lived 
could  scarcely  yield  their  influence  even  to  those 
which  the  dying  claimed  at  his  hands.  The 
kind  and  affectionate  heart  of  the  Ranker  was 
chilled  as  he  entered  the  small  and  scantily- 
furnished  chamber  in  which  his  mother  lay,  suf- 
fering in  body,  but  still  more  in  mind.  Had  her 
son  been  a  ministering  angel,  she  could  not  have 
welcomed   him    with    greater  joy,    although    her 
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eyes  were  dim,  and  her  voice  was  almost  inar- 
ticulate as  she  pressed  her  shrivelled  lips  to  his 
cheek. 

"  Raise  me  up,  Robin — Robin^and  move  that 
chest  on  my  right.  Gently,  gently,  Robin ;  it 
contains  much  that  will  make  you  rich  when  I 
am  gone.  It  would  have  been  hard  if  the  poor 
widow  had  not  her  tithe  out  of  those  who  came 
and  Avent.  I  have  sent  for  Mistress  Cecil,  but 
she  has  not  come :  she  thinks  little  about  the 
lone  widow  of  the  Crag." 

"  Mother,"  replied  Robin,  "  her  own  troubles 
are  many." 

*•'  Ah  !  she  knows  not  what  secrets  are  in  the 
old  woman's  keeping.  She  comes  not,  and  I 
have  a  story  to  tell  that  would  be  as  poison  to 
her  —  ay,  to  body  and  soul  !  You  must  hear 
it,  Robin,  if  no  one  else  will.  But,  first,  hand 
me  a  drink  of  the  strong  waters.  —  Ah,  that  will 
put  fresh  life  into  me  !  Let  the  preachers  preach 
their  fill,  nothing  rouses  one  like  the  strong 
waters  !" 

Robin  did  as  she  desired,  but  with  evident 
unwillingness. 

H  2 
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"  Many  years  have  gone,"  she  continued, 
"  yet,  to  the  aged,  many  years  appear  as  yester- 
day. I  was  sitting  by  the  door  of  this  very  cot- 
tage, which  had  just  been  made  public — for  your 
poor  father, — (honest  man  that  he  was,  far  above 
your  mother  in  wisdom  and  goodness) — your  poor 
father,  I  say,  had  been  drowned  tlie  winter  be- 
fore, and  I  was  obliged  to  do  something  to  keep 
the  children,  and  so  thought  of  making  the  cot- 
tage a  public  ;  well — I  sat  at  the  door,  and  you 
were  in  my  arms."" 

The  aged  woman's  mind  appeared  to  wander 
for  a  few  moments, — as  if  she  was  calling  her 
thoughts  from  a  long  distance. 

"  It  was  night,  dark,  dark  night,  and  many 
runagades  had  been  about  the  coast  all  day  traf- 
ficking and  trading  and  smuggling,  and  the 
gentry  helping  them,  for  things  were  not  strict 
then  : — it  was  pitch  dark,  with  now  and  then 
a  gleam  of  light  from  a  bright  cloud  ;  and  there 
came  towards  me  a  gentleman  I  knew  full  well 
—  a  gallant,  handsome  gentleman  :  he  stood  upon 
the  rock  that  hangs  over  the  sea,  where  the  sea 
is  ever  wildest.      Presently  some  of  the  strange- 
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looking  men  joined  him,  and  they  talked  and 
talked,  though  I  heard  them  not,  for  the  wind 
was  whistling  around  me,  and  I  was  watching 
you  asleep." 

The  woman  again  paused,  but  soon  resumed 
her  story. 

"  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  they  talked  ;  but  soon 
I  heard  a  cry  through  the  storm,  and  the 
next  minute  there  was  a  jrleam  of  liffht—  I 
saw  him  struggling  ;  but  darkness  fell  again, 
and  on  a  sudden,  while  you  would  clap  your 
hands,  came  a  scream  for  help.  O  God  !  O 
God!  I  hear  it  now! — now  I  hear  it! — Ro- 
bin, another  drink  of  the  strong  waters,  that  will 
silence  it !" 

"  Mother,"  said  the  Ranger,  as  he  held  the 
cup  which  her  skinny  fingers  were  extended  to 
grasp,  while  her  parched  lips  clanked  against 
each  other  impatient  of  moisture  — "  Mother, 
take  but  little,  for  you  have  need  of  prayer  ;  that 
will  stifle  the  cry  far  better  than  this." 

"  And  I  will  pray,"  returned  the  woman, 
"  when  my  tale  is  finished.  There  was  but  that 
one  loud,  loud  scream,  and  a  heavy  splash  in  the 
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ocean,  and  with  it  the  darkness  again  passed  : 
but,  Robin  Hays,  Robin  Hays  !  the  men  had 
passed  too,  and  one  of  them  returned  no  more. 
And  why  did  he  not  ?  He  had  broad  and  fair 
lands,  such  as  make  people  cling  to  their  own 
country,  but  he  came  not  back.  Soon  after,  I 
heard  the  noise  of  oars,  and — mind  your  mother 
now,  Robin, — another  man  came  to  the  cliff — to 
the  brow  of  the  same  cliff — I  saw  him  look  down, 
and  along  the  waves,  and,  all  of  a  sudden,  a  pistol 
flash  from  the  boat  sprang  through  the  darkness, 
and  he  who  came  last  stood  while  you  could 
count  ten,  and  passed  away.  But  mind  again, 
Robin,  lie  came  with  a  weak  step,  and  he  went 
as  a  strong  man." 

Robin  shuddered  ;  his  mother  after  a  brief 
pause  continued. 

"  Now,  who  think  you,  Robin  —  my  child, 
Robin — who  think  you  was  the  murdered  man 
— and  who  think  you  was  he  who  came  last,  and 
saw  the  murderers  departing  in  peace — who  ?  I 
will  tell  it,  before  my  breath  is  for  ever  stopped 
— the  one  was  Robert  Cecil,  and  the  other  his 
father's  son,  the  first-born  of  his  own  mother  !" 
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"  Oh  God !"  exclaimed  Robin,  adding  in  a 
muttering  tone,  "  I  see  through  it  all,  the  hold 
that  Dalton  has  over  the  wretched,  wicked  man — 
But  could  Dalton  do  this  ?" 

"  Did  you  say  any  thing  of  Dalton  ?''  inquired 
Mother  Hays,  whose  quickness  of  hearing  ap- 
peared increased ;  "  it  was  his  ship  that  was  off 
the  coast,  though  I  could  not  swear  he  was  him- 
self there.  Such  things,  I  have  heard,  were  often 
done  in  those  wild  times,  and  it  made  a  noise 
then,  and  Sir  Robert  seemed  like  one  mad  about 
his  brother ;  though  people  did  whisper, — for  they 
were  set  against  one  another  to  the  knowledge 
of  all,  and  of  different  parties.  And  in  time  the 
lands  all  fell  to  him,  and  the  Parliament  since, 
I  heard,  made  out,  that  Sir  Herbert,  being  a 
friend  to  the  king,  even  if  he  were  alive,  shouldn't 
have  his  own,  which  was  all  made  over  to  the 
present  man.  But,  as  sure  as  there  is  a  God, 
so  sure  He  is  just — is  it  not  plain  ?  Of  all  the 
fine  boys  his  lady  bore  him,  not  one  is  left  ! 
And,  as  to  the  daughter,  look,  if  she  knew  as 
much  of  Sir  Willmott  Burrell  as  I  do,  she'd 
make  her  night-posset  with  the  mermaids  before 
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sheYl  wed  him. — Well,  Robin,  Sir  Herbert  had 
once  a  son — an  only  son,  and,  as  his  lady  died 
in  childbed.  Sir  Robert's  wife  had  taken  great 
delight  in  the  boy,  and  brought  him  up  with 
her  own  children — and  a  pretty  boy  it  was — so 
fond  of  the  sea — He  would  sit  for  an  hour  to- 
gether on  my  knee,  and  always  called  me  nurse, 
and  used  to  play  with  you  as  if  you  were  his 
equal,  and  call  Mistress  Cecil,  that  now  is,  his 
wife  !  Sweet  lamb  that  he  was  !  Robin,  Robin, 
he  went  too;  how  I  never  knew,  but  I  guess;  the 
murderer  of  the  father  thought  he  should  be  more 
safe  if  the  boy  was  away  —  and  he  pretended 
grief,  and  his  poor  lady  felt  it.  Now  it  is  of  that 
boy  I  would  have  spoken  to  ISIistress  Cecil,  for 
my  heart  misgives  me — ''' 

Farther  communication  was  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  of  Constantia'^s  maid,  who  came  to  as- 
certain if  the  widow  Hays  were  really  dying. 

"  My  Lady  has  trouble  enough  of  her  own, 
the  Lord  knows;  but  she  will  leave  watching  by 
th»  bed-side  of  my  poor  distraught  Master,  if  she 
can  render  any  aid." 

"  Robin,  raise  me  up,"   exclaimed   the  dying 
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woman,  with  a  gesture  of  great  impatience ; 
"  raise  me  up,  Robin,  and  push  the  hair  from 
my  ears,  tliat  I  may  hear  distinctly.  Did  you 
mean,  young  woman,  that  Sir  Robert  was  dis- 
traught— mad  ?" 

"  Alack  !  yes,"  replied  the  girl,  "  mad,  poor 
gentleman  !" 

"  It  is  enough  —  enough  —  enough  !  I  knew 
it  would  come  in  some  shape  ;  yet  madness  must 
be  mercy  to  him."  Having  so  said,  she  sank 
back,  while  the  serving  wench  stood  in  astonish- 
ment :  and  at  length  inquired,  "  What  she 
meant  ?''"' 

"  She  raves,"  was  Robin's  reply,  drawing  the 
girl  out  of  the  chamber ;  "  give  my  humble  duty 
to  your  lady,  and  tell  her  that  the  son  of  Mother 
Hays  is  with  her,  and  that  she  lacks  nothing 
the  world  can  give  her  now."  As  the  girl  de- 
parted, Springall  came  to  the  door. 

"  Robin  Hays !  you  must  leave  even  your 
dying  mother — something  must  be  determined 
on.  He  is  come  !  Listen  to  the  guns  at  Sheer- 
ness,  telling  the  island  who  has  touched  the  soil 
on  this  side  of  the  ferry." 

h5 
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Robin  stood  for  a  moment  at  the  porch,  and 
heard  the  booming  of  cannon  heavily  passing 
through  the  air,  traversing  the  low  downs,  and 
roaring  from  crag  to  crag,  as  if  rejoicing  in 
liberty  ;  the  ships  that  lay  out  at  sea  sent  forth 
a  reply,  and  in  a  moment  their  flags  were  waving 
in  the  wind. 

Robin  returned  for  a  moment  to  his  mother"'s 
room. 

"  Mother,"  he  said,  "  for  one  hour  I  must 
leave  you  ;  but  I  will  send  some  one  to  watch 
by  your  bed-side.  Pray  to  God,  a  God  of  mercy, 
who  has  but  lately  opened  my  heart  :  pray  to 
Him,  and  he  will  answer.  I  will  be  with  you 
soon  —  a  hundred  lives  may  rest  upon  that 
hour  !" 

His  mother  appeared  scarcely  conscious  of 
what  he  said,  but  with  her  finger  pointed  to  the 
chest. 

A  new,  but  a  most  unwelcome  light  had  broken 
in  upon  the  mind  of  the  unhappy  Ranger.  The 
father  of  his  beloved  Barbara  he  had  long  known 
to  be  a  reckless  and  a  daring  man,  with  the  stains 
of  many  crimes  upon  liis  soul ;  bat  he  had  now 
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the  terrible  knowledge  that  the  Buccaneer  was  a 
cold-blooded  and  hired  assassin,  who  for  gold — 

for  there  could  have  been  no  other  temptation 

The  thought  was  perfect  agony,  yet  the  Ranger 
resolved  to  face  the  man  he  at  once  loved  and 
dreaded,  and  boldly  charge  him  with  the  act 
his  parent  in  her  dying  moments  had  commu- 
nicated. 

"  It  will  all  be  known,"  he  thought  ;  "  there 
can  be  no  pardon  for  the  murderer — no  peace  for 
Barbara — the  sinless  child  of  sin  !" 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Mamly  they  all  att  once  about  him  laid, 

And  sore  beset  on  every  side  arownd, 
That  nigh  he  breathless  grew  :  yet  nought  dismaid 
He  ever  to  them  yielded  foot  of  grownd. 

Spexser. 

Robin  followed  Springall  into  the  room  he 
had  so  recently  left,  and  stood  at  the  entrance ; 
fixing  at  the  same  time  his  eyes,  which,  it  must 
be  confessed,  were  of  unrivalled  brilliancy  and 
blackness,  upon  the  Buccaneer,  he  said — 

"  Captain,  I  would  speak  a  few  words  with 
you  in  private,  after  which  we  will  talk  of  the 
danfjer  that  surrounds  us." 

Dalton  and  Robin  withdrew  together,  and 
remained  alone  for  more  than   twenty   minutes, 


THE    BUCCANEER.  157 

during  which  Springall  and  three  or  four  others 
of  the  crew,  who  had  crowded,  like  crows  into 
a  rookery  in  dread  of  an  approaching  storm, 
debated  upon  and  formed  plans  for  the  safety  of 
their  vessel. 

"  Weie  all  hands  aboard,"  said  Springall, 
whose  youth  joyed  in  perpetual  hope  — "  were 
we  all  aboard,  I  would  undertake  to  pilot  that 
vessel  over  and  under  or  through  any  one  or 
any  number  of  ships  between  Sheerness  and 
Chatham  !" 

"  Through  their  hulks,  do  ye  mean  ?"  in- 
quired Jack  Roupall,  who  had  but  just  joined 
the  party. 

"  I  don't  pretend  to  speak  grammar  or  book- 
English,  Jack,"  retorted  the  young  sailor,  "  no 
more  than  yourself;  but  all  who  have  ever  sailed 
in  the  Fire-fly,  as  both  you  and  I  have  done, 
know  her  quality,  and  that  anything  can  be 
made  of  her  :  I  tell  you,  every  beam  of  her 
timbers  has  life  in.it — every  spar  is  a  spirit !" 

"  What  sort  o'  spirit  ? — Is  it  rum,  brandy,  or 
Hollands?""  inquired  Roupall,  who  could  see  no 
more  value  in  the  timbers  of  the  Fire-fly   than 
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in  those  of  any  other  ship  that  carried  a  good 
cargo.  Springall's  enthusiasm  was  wasted  on 
him  ;  but  it  was  followed  by  a  reply  from  the  hot- 
headed lad  that  would  have  led  to  more  than 
words,  if  another  of  the  party  had  not  inter- 
fered. 

"  For  shame,  Spring,  to  be  so  fiery  !  Sure  you 
know  of  old,  that  Jack  will  have  his  joke,  and 
means  no  harm.  Besides,  he's  only  a  land- 
lubber, after  all.' 

"  Well,  pepper  away,  brave  boys  !  pepper 
away!  I'll  have  my  revenge  on  you  all  yet!" 
continued  the  trooper. 

"  You  won't  inform,  will  you .''"  exclaimed 
Springall,  ever  ready  for  a  fray,  pushing  his 
beardless  face  close  to  the  weather-beaten  coun- 
tenance of  sturdy  Roupall . 

"  AYill  you  keep  your  face  out  of  my  mouth  .'*" 
replied  the  man-mountain,  stretching  his  jaws  at 
the  same  time,  and  displaying  a  double  row  of 
the  most  enormous  teeth,  and  a  gulf  which 
really  looked  as  if  it  could  contain  the  ani- 
mated countenance  of  the  young  sailor,  who, 
as  easily  moved  to  mirth  as  anger,  burst  into  a 
merry  laugh  at  the  prospect  before  him. 
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"  There,  boy,"  said  the  Goliath,  "  take  it  easy, 
and  talk  reason  about  the  ship,  and  talk  the  rea- 
son reasonably,  and  I  '11  join  ye ;  but  Spring  has 
a  dash  o'  poetry  about  him — I  think  it 's  called 
poetry  :  —  verse-making  and  verse-thinking,  that 
never  did  anything  in  the  way  of  ship-building 
or  ship-saving  since  the  world  was  a  world,  that 
I  know.  Now  look,  lads  ;  here 's  a  man-a-war,  a 
heavy,  sluggish  thing,  whose  guns  could  take  no 
effect  on  the  Fire-fly,  because  their  shot  would 
go  right  over  her,  and  only  anger  the  waters. 
Her  long  boats,  to  be  sure,  could  do  the  business ; 
but  she  has  no  more  than  two  and  the  cap- 
tain's gig  a-board — as  I  heard  this  morning  at 
Queenborough,  The  evening  is  closing,  and 
neither  of  the  other  ships — whose  slovenly  rigging 
wants  Blake's  dressing — ^have  any  guns  a-board 
to  signify." 

"  Ay,"  said  another,  "  so  much  for  our  near 
neighbours  :  what  say  you  to  our  farther  ones, 
at  t'other  side  the  island — just  at  the  entrance 
to  the  Mersey  ?"" 

"  Say  !"  said  Springall,  "  why,  that  they 
could  be  round  in  less  than  no  time  if  they 
knew  who's  who." 
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"  Which  they  do  by  this  :  what  else  would 
bring  the  steel  caps,  and  the  Devil  himself 
amongst  us  ?  besides,  there ""s  others  off  the  coast, 
as  well  as  we.  Do  you  think  old  red-nosed 
Noll  would  come  here  about  a  drop  of  blood — a 
little  murder,  that  could  be  settled  at  the  '' sizes? 
There  ""s  something  brooding  in  another  direction, 
that  'ill  set  his  hot  blood  boiling;  but  as  it's 
purely  political,  all  honest  men,  who  have  the 
free-trade  at  heart,  will  keep  clear  of  it.  Maybe 
he 's  heard  the  report  that  black-browed  Charlie 's 
thinking  of  pushing  on  this  way, — though  I  don't 
believe  it ;  it 's  too  good  to  be  true  :  it  would 
soon  make  us  tune  up  *  Hey  for  Cavaliers !'  and 
bring  the  old  days  back  again." 

"  But  let  us,''  chimed  in  Springall — "  let  us 
keep  clear  of  every  tiling  of  the  sort  till  our 
ship's  safe.  Why,  in  half  an  hour  they  might 
split  her  spars  as  small  as  jack-straws  !" 

"  Which  they  won't,  I  think  ;  because,  if  they 
know  who  she  is,  they  know  her  cargo's  safe — 
where  Noll  himself  can't  get  at  it,  unless  he 
drags  the  cellars — and  the  stomachs  too,  by  this 
time — of  half  his  prayer-loving  subjects  along 
the  Kent  and  Essex  coast." 
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"  Stuff,  stuff !  every  enemy  destroyed  is  a 
shade  nearer  safety,"  said  Springall ;  "  and  Noll 
knows  it." 

"  That 's  well  said,  Spring,"  replied  Jack, 
winking  on  his  companion  ;  "  and  I  '11  tell  you 
what 's  true,  too,  shall  I  r" 

«  Ay,  ay." 

"  Young  geese  are  the  greatest  cacklers." 

"  I  should  have  taken  Spring  for  a  young 
cock,  not  a  young  goose ;  look  how  red  his  gills 
grow,"  said  another. 

"  1  '11  tell  you  what,"  retorted  the  lad,  drawing 
himself  up  with  some  dignity,  and  reddening 
to  the  eyes,  "  I  may  be  but  a  boy ;  but  have 
the  goodness  to  remember,  that  every  oak  was 
a  sapling,  and  every  sapling  an  acorn.  If  men 
trample  on  the  acorn,  it  will  never  grow  to 
be  the  oak ;  for,  little  as  it  is,  the  spirit  of  the 
oak  is  in  it — D  'ye  read  my  riddle  ?" 

A  good-humoured  burst  of  approbation  fol- 
lowed SpringalFs  speech,  which  was  hushed  by 
some  one  of  the  party  saying, 

"  Here  comes  our  Captain,  and  we  can  form 
no  plan  till  he  is  present." 

The  door  accordingly  opened  after  the  hand, 
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applied  at  last  to  the  latch,  had  evidently  wan- 
dered over  the  panel,  seeking  the  fastening 
which  at  first  it  could  not  discover,  and  making 
outside  a  noise  resembling  the  scratching  of  a 
cat. 

No  race  of  beings  so  decidedly  differ  from 
every  other  in  the  world  as  sailors  :  no  matter 
whether  they  belong  to  a  king's  ship,  to  a  smug- 
gler, or  a  merchantman.  Though  there  may  be 
shades  among  them,  yet  the  grand  distinction 
between  men  of  the  sea  and  men  of  the  land 
endures,  —  it  is  impossible  to  confound  them 
together.  A  seaman  is  ever  so  easily  amused,  so 
reckless  of  consequences,  so  cheerful  amid  dif- 
ficulties, so  patient  under  privations.  His  blue 
jacket  is  a  symbol  of  enterprize  and  good  humour. 
Even  his  nondescript  hat  —  black,  small,  and 
shining  as  a  japaned  button,  adhering  to  the  back 
of  his  head  by  a  kind  of  supernatural  agency, 
with  which  landsmen  are  unacquainted  —  can 
never  be  seen  by  a  true-born  Englishman  with- 
out feelings  of  gratitude  and  affection,  which,  at 
all  events,  no  other  hat  in  the  world  can  com- 
mand.    Although  the  crew  of  the  Fire-fly  would 


THE    BUCCANEER.  163 

have  been  looked  upon  by  your  genuine  seaman 
as  a  set  of  half-castes,  which  they  really  were, 
yet  they  had,  if  possible,  more  recklessness  of 
character  than  ever  belonged  to  any  number 
of  persons  so  congregated  together;  they  had 
so  often  jested  at,  and  with  death,  in  all 
its  shapes,  that  it  was  little  more  than  pas- 
time; and  they  had  in  their  own  persons  ex- 
perienced so  many  hairbreadth  ""scapes  that  they 
looked  upon  Springall's  great  and  very  natural 
anxiety  for  the  fate  of  the  ship  he  loved,  as  a 
species  of  madness  which  a  little  experience  would 
soon  cure  him  of.  The  elder  ones  certainly  knew 
that  there  was  little  use  in  their  forming  plans  or 
projects,  as  their  commander  would  as  usual 
adopt  his  own,  and  adhere  to  them  without  their 
council  or  approval.  It  must  be  confessed  that 
lately  they  regarded  his  lying  so  constantly  off 
so  exposed  a  coast,  a  proof  of  want  of  energy  and 
forethought  they  had  never  noticed  before  ;  but 
his  prompt  punishment  of  Jeromio  had  set  his 
character  again  on  a  firm  footing  ;  for,  as 
Roupall  said,  "  It  proved  that  the  Captain  was 
still  himself.'' 
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When  the  door  of  the  room  in  which  they  were 
assembled  was  opened,  instead  of  the  Skipper, 
the  long,  lanky  figure  of  the  Reverend  Jonas 
Fleetword  presented  itself  in  the  opening ;  his 
coat  and  hose  unbrushed,  his  pinnacle  hat  stand- 
ing at  its  highest,  and  his  basket-hilted  sword 
dangling  from  a  belt  carelessly  and  rudely 
fastened. 

Those  of  the  men  who  had  been  sitting,  stood 
up,  while  others  rushed  forward.  Some  laid 
their  hands  upon  his  shoulders,  and  all  de- 
manded whence  he  came,  and  what  he  wanted. 

Poor  Fleetword  had  long  since  arrived  at  the 
conclusion  that  he  had  unconsciously  committed 
some  crime,  for  which  he  was  doomed  to  much 
suffering  in  the  flesh  :  first  imprisoned,  and 
destined  to  endure  starvation  at  the  hands  of 
Sir  Willmott  Burrell ;  then  fed,  but  caged  like 
an  animal,  by  one  whom  he  denominated  "  a  man 
of  fearful  aspect,  yea,  of  an  angry  countenance 
and  fierce  deportment,  yet  having  consideration 
for  the  wants  of  the  flesh  ;"  then,  when  he  had  been 
liberated  as  he  thought,  for  the  express  purpose 
of  affording  consolation  to,  and  praying  with  a 
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dying  woman,  and  bound  by  his  sacred  word  not 
to  leave  Gull's  Nest,  he  found  himself  in  the  midst 
of  the  most  unamiable-looking  persons  he  had 
ever  seen  assembled  ;  and  his  pale  eye  grew  still 
more  pale  within  its  orbit  from  the  effects  of 
terror. 

"  Cut  him  down !"  exclaimed  one  ruffian, 
drawing  a  cutlass,  long  and  strong  enough  to 
destroy  three  at  a  blow. 

"  Fill  his  pinnacle  hat  with  gunpowder,  and 
blow  him  to  the  devil  !"  said  another. 

"  He  is  a  spy  and  a  Roundhead,"  vociferated 
a  third,  "  and,  wherever  there  's  one,  there  's  sure 
to  be  more  o'  the  breed." 

"  Search  his  pockets,"  shouted  a  fourth  ;  "  I  '11 
lay  my  hand  there's  villainy  in  them." 

"  I'm  the  best  at  that  work,"  exclaimed  Jack 
Roupall,  spinning  the  long-legged  preacher  round 
and  into  the  midst  of  the  men  before  he  had  time 
to  utter  a  syllable  of  explanation.  The  change 
produced  on  them  by  this  display  of  Roupall's 
dexterity  was  like  magic,  for,  in  an  instant,  they 
were  to  a  man  convulsed  with  laughter :  the 
poor   preacher   retained   most    motley   marks   of 
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the  squashed  oranges  upon  his  hinder  garments, 
which  were,  moreover,  rent  by  various  falls,  or, 
as  he  would  designate  them,  "  perilous  over- 
throws ;"  and  there  was  something  so  ludicrous 
in  his  whole  appearance,  spinning  on  one  leg, 
(for  he  was  obliged  to  keep  up  the  other  to 
maintain  his  balance,)  and  looking  more  like  an 
overgrown  insect,  called  by  children  "  daddy 
long-legs,"  than  any  otlier  creature  dwelling  upon 
earth,  that  the  mirthfulness  of  the  sailors  might 
well  have  been  pardoned. 

"  Children  of  Satan !""  he  said  at  last,  recover- 
ing his  breath  during  their  laughter — "  Imps 
of  darkness  !"  he  added,  holding  out  both  hands 
in  front,  as  he  would  keep  them  from  contami- 
nating him  by  their  touch — "  if  that  ye  ever  hope 
for  pardon — " 

"  I  told  ye  he  was  a  Roundhead  —  a  nego- 
ciator,"  shouted  one  of  the  rudest ;  "  stop  his  gab 
at  once — yard-arm  him." 

"  Peace,  peace  !"  interrupted  young  Springall ; 
"  he  is  part  of  our  Skipper''s  cargo,  a  harmless 
mad  preacher,  and  no  spy ;  heM  talk  to  ye  by 
the  hour,  and   make   as   rare   sport   as  a  mass- 
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service  at  Lisbon — if  ye  hacln"'t  something  else 
to  think  of." 

"  Hear  him,  hear  him  !"  exclaimed  the  thought- 
less fellows,  who  forgot  their  own  and  their  ship's 
danger  in  expectation  of  some  revelry, 

"  Hear  him,"  repeated  Roupall,  while  occupied 
in  searching  his  pockets. 

"  Albeit  I  was  not  sent  unto  ye,  ye  worthless, 
blasphemous,  and  accursed  crew — "  began  Fleet- 
word. 

"  Above  there  !"  sung  out  a  little,  one-eyed 
seaman,  squinting  up  at  our  friend,  and  pois- 
ing a  long  lath  so  as  to  arrest  his  attention 
by  a  smart  blow  across  the  knees,  which  made 
the  poor  man  elevate  first  one  limb  and  then 
the  other,  in  what  soldiers  term  '  double  quick 
time.'  "  Keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head,"  he 
added,  threatening  to  renew  the  salute. 

*'  For  shame,  Tom  o'  Coventry,"  said  Spring- 
all,  who  had  more  generosity  in  his  nature;  "  if 
you  don't  behave,  I'll  spit  ye  as  neatly  as  ever 
top-mast  studding  sail  was  spitted  on  the  broken 
stump  of  a  boom  in  a  smart  gale, — d'ye  hear  that, 
master  officer — that  was — but  is  not  .^" 
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This  insult  could  not  be  received  quietly, 
because  it  was  deserved,  and  the  diminutive 
sailor  applied  the  weapon  to  Master  Spring- 
all's  shins,  so  as  to  set  his  liot  blood  raving 
for  encounter.  Fleetword  heeded  not  this,  but 
rejoicing  sincerely  in  any  event  tliat  gave  him 
opportunity  of  speech,  proceeded  to  anathema- 
tize the  whole  assembly  as  confidently  as  if 
he  had  been  the  Pope's  legate.  Roupall,  hav- 
ing finished  his  investigation  of  Fleetword's 
pockets,  advanced  one  step,  and,  taking  Tom  o' 
Coventry  by  the  collar,  sliook  liini  and  Sjiringall 
apart  as  if  tlicy  had  been  two  puppy  dogs,  while 
the  others  bawled  loudly  for  fair  play.  At  this 
instant  the  door  opened,  and  Dalton  strode  into 
the  midst  of  them  with  that  lordly  step  and 
dignified  aspect  he  could  so  well,  not  only  as- 
sume, but  preserve  ;  even  P'leetword  was  silenced, 
Avhen  the  Skipper,  turning  to  him,  demanded  how 
he  came  there,  and  if  he  had  forgotten  that  a 
dying  woman  had  solicited  his  aid. 

"  Of  a  truth,"  he  replied,  "  I  mistook  the 
apartment :  ye  cannot  suppose,  most  worthy 
commander  of  this  enchanted  and  impish    con- 
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servatory,  that,  of"  my  own  fivi-  will,  I  would 
choose  such  company.  \V'here  is  the  sinner  r*" 
— Dalton  desired  Springall  to  show  him  to  the 
room  of  Mother  Hays. 

The  Buccaneer  offered  no  comment  on  the 
fray,  for  lie  had  often  observed  that  little  good 
arises  from  lecturing  people  for  their  faults  at  the 
very  time  you  want  their  services.  He  explained 
to  them  briefly  but  fullv,  and  with  as  much 
clearness  and  wisdom  as  if  he  hail  been  for  hours 
in  deliberation,  the  danger  by  which  they  were 
encomj)asseil ;  the  more  than  fear  for  their  shi]) — 
that  they  themselves  were  in  the  most  perilous 
situation  they  had  ever  experienced,  clogged  by 
the  land,  and  not  free  on  the  sea :  that  as  the  even- 
ing was  fast  closing  in,  anil  the  moon  did  not  rise 
until  near  midnight,  their  enemies  could  do  little 
until  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  hours — that  those 
who  wished,  might  disperse  themselves  along  the 
shore,  and  escape  to  Sussex,  or  any  other 
smuggling  station,  as  they  best  could;  sending 
intimation  to  their  friends  as  to  their  movements : 
and  he  was  the  more  particular  in  giving  this 
permission,  as  to  each  and  every  one  had  been 
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distributed  full  pay  and  profits ;  —  that  those 
who  loved  the  Fire-fly,  and  would  risk  their 
lives  for  her,  or  with  her,  were  to  conceal 
themselves  along  the  coast,  and  ere  the  moon 
rose,  make  their  way  a-board.  This  they  could 
easily  effect  under  the  thick  darkness,  and  in  so 
calm  a  night.  There  was  not  one  who  could  not 
steer  a  plank,  in  quiet  water,  from  Essex  to 
Sheerness ;  and  in  default  of  that,  they  were  all 
good  swimmers. 

"  And  now,  my  brave  fellows,"  he  added,  "  I 
may,  or  I  may  not,  meet  you  on  the  deck, 
where  I  have  so  often  trod  and  triumphed.  One 
great  account  I  have  to  settle  with  the  land 
before  I  leave  it.     I   may  swing  from   a  gibbet 

before  to-morrow's  sun  sets  ;  or  I  may  secure 

But  if  I  am  not  with  you,"  he  added,  breaking 
off  his  sentence  abruptly,  "before  the  moon 
rises,  INIathews  will  take  the  helm ;  for  I  see  by 
his  eye  that  he  will  not  leave  the  ship  he  has 
mated  with  so  much  steadiness  and  good  sea- 
manship for  so  long  a  time.  The  long-boat 
must  have  a  light  placed  like  ours ;  and  false 
canvass  hung  round,  so  as  to  make  a  bulk,  while 
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the  Fire-fly  steals  silently  and  darkly  on  her 
way.  This,  if  well  managed,  will  give  an  hour's 
start — But  you  understand  all  that.  Make  up 
your  minds,  among  yourselves,  who's  for  the 
land,  who  for  the  sea ;  and  I  will  join  you 
again  in  five  minutes.""  As  Dalton  (who  was 
more  agitated  than  his  crew  had  ever  seen  him) 
withdrew,  he  heard  Roupall  mutter — 

"  Confound  all  she-things  !  This  circumben- 
dibus is  all  owing  to  his  daughter :  "'twould  be  a 
precious  good  job  if  she  had  never  been  born, 
or  being  born,  was  dead  in  earnest,  which  I 
hear  she  is  not — He"'s  not  the  same  Skipper  he 
was  afore  he  took  to  land  and  sentimentality  ! 
Confovmd  all  she-things,  again  say  I  !  they  are 
tiresome  and  troublesome."" 

We  trust  none  of  our  readers  will  echo  the 
prayer  of  Jack  Roupall,  as  we  draw  towards  the 
conclusion  of  our  story. 
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CHAPTER    X. 


Vain  is  the  bugle  horn, 
■\VTiere  trumpets  men  to  manly  work  in\-ite  ! 
That  distant  summons  seems  to  say,  in  scorn, 
VVe  hunters  may  be  hunted  hard  ere  night." 

Sia  William  Davexant. 


CoNSTANTiA  Cecil  watched  with  much  anx- 
iety the  progress  of  the  carriages  and  horsemen 
which  composed  the  train  and  body-guard  of  the 
Protector,  as  they  passed  slowly  along  the  road 
that  led  to  Cecil  Place.  A  troop,  consisting  of 
twenty  men,  preceded;  their  bright  arms,  and 
caps,  and  cuirasses,  reflecting  back  the  blaze  of 
the  setting  sun,  like  so  many  burnished  mirrors. 
Then  came  CromwelFs  own  carriage,  drawn  by 
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four  strong  black  horses ; — they  had  need  of 
strength,  dragging,  as  they  did,  a  weight  of 
plated  iron,  of  which  the  cumbrous  machine  was 
composed.  The  windows  were  remarkably  nar- 
row, and  formed  of  the  thickest  glass,  within 
which  was  a  layer  of  horn,  that,  if  it  were  shat- 
tered by  any  rude  assault,  would  prevent  the 
fragments  from  flying  to  the  inside.  Behind 
this  carriage  rode  four  mounted  soldiers ;  it 
was  succeeded  by  another,  and  at  each  side  a 
horseman  rode;  a  third  conveyance,  the  blinds 
of  which  were  closely  drawn,  brought  up  the 
procession  ;  and  behind  this  was  only  a  single 
soldier.  At  some  distance,  perfectly  unattended, 
and  seeming  as  if  unconnected  with  the  party, 
came  the  simple  vehicle  of  the  Jew  Manasseh 
Ben  Israel.  However  great  was  CromwelFs  par- 
tiality for  this  learned  and  distinguished  man,  he 
was  fully  aware  of  the  impolicy  of  permitting 
one  of  so  despised  a  race  to  associate  with  him 
publicly,  or  to  travel  abroad  under  his  direct 
protection. 

Frances   Cromwell  joined    her    friend   at    the 
window  from  whence  she  looked,  and  at  once  con- 
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gratulated  her  on  the  tranquillity  Sir  Robert  had 
enjoyed  during  the  last  two  hours. 

"  The  physician  has  done  much,"  she  replied  ; 
"  yet  I  can  hardly  trust  myself  to  cherish  any 
feeling  that  tells  of  peace  or  hope.  Dearest 
Frances  !  what  will  be  the  fate  of  your  poor 
friend  ?" 

Constantia  hid  her  face  on  the  Ladv  Crom- 
welFs  shoulder,  and  wept ;  but  her  grief  appeared 
of  a  less  feverish  kind  than  heretofore. 

"  Hope  for  the  best — my  father  can  work 
marvels  when  he  wills.  He  may  read  all  right ; 
and  as  yet  you  are  un wedded." 

"  He  cannot  restore  the  sweet  life  of  one  I 
loved  so  dearly, — one  whose  place  I  can  never 
see  filled,  and  upon  whose  innocent  countenance 
I  can  ne'er  again  look." 

"  I  wonder  who  is  in  my  father's  carriage  ? — 
Colonel  Jones,  I  dare  say,  and  a  couple  more  of 
the  same  severe  cast,"  observed  Lady  Frances, 
trying  to  divert  her  friend's  attention  from  the 
thought  of  poor  Barbara  ;  "  not  a  joyful  face 
amongst  a  troop  of  them  ;  the  very  soldiers  look 
like  masses  of  grey  stone,  stuck  on  the  horses' 
backs  with  iron  paste." 
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"  The  second  carriage,"  said  Constantia,  "  looks 
as  if  it  contained  a  prisoner — see,  a  soldier  rides 
at  each  door."  She  turned  still  paler  as  she 
spoke,  and  grasped  the  arm  of  Lady  Frances 
with  all  her  strength,  though  support  was  required 
but  for  a  moment.  The  motion  was  unnoticed 
by  her  friend,  who  added  in  her  usually  gay 
tone — 

"  A  good  guess  !  And  who  is  in  the  third?  some 
other  caged  animal ;  one  of  my  father's  pet  lions, 
or  leopards,  or  creatures  of  that  sort :  pet  or  no 
pet,  I  would  rather  see  what  it  contains  than  all 
the  others  put  together — so  much  for  woman ""s 
curiosity  !" 

"  The  guard  are  entering  the  great  gates,"" 
said  Constantia,  "  and  whether  he  bring  me  Aveal 
or  woe,  friend  or  foe.  I  must  receive  the  Pro- 
tector, so  as  to  show  our  sense  of  the  more  than 
honour  he  has  done  us." 

"Constantia!"  exclaimed  Lady  Frances,  who 
still  lingered  at  the  Avindow,  "  there  is  a  fourth 
carriage,  a  foreign-looking  one,  with  an  over- 
grown boot,  and  no  attendants — coming  behind 
the  train,  like  the  last  bit  of  paper  at  the  tail 
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of  a  boy's    kite.      I   marvel  more  than   any  who 
that  can  contain  ?" 

"  Will  you  not  come  with  me  to  receive  your 
father  ?""  said  Constantia,  extending  her  hand  to 
her  friend.  Lady  Frances  tripped  across  the 
room  and  took  it  within  hers. 

"  Constantia,  nothing  frights  you  from  your 
propriety  ! — I  am  ready."" 

The  sudden,  though  anticipated  visit  of  the 
Protector,  produced  a  proportionate  degree  of 
embarrassment  and  confusion  amontr  all  tlie  in- 
mates  of  Cecil  Place.  At  any  other  time,  the 
bare  intimation  of  such  an  honour  woukl  have 
turned  their  heads,  and  inspired  their  heels  with 
the  alacrity  of  St.  Vitus  himself;  but  they  had 
felt  too  much  interest  in  the  events  of  the  past 
week  to  experience  the  full  joy  to  which,  at  any 
other  time,  they  would  have  yielded.  As  it  was, 
housekeeper,  porter,  steward,  cook,  butler,  and 
their  subordinates,  set  about  the  necessary  pre- 
parations witli  the  dexterity  and  alertness  of 
servants  who  know  that  their  first  duty  is  obe- 
dience, not  only  of  their  employer's  words,  but 
their  wishes:  —  not  one  but  felt  the  warmest  in- 
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tcrest  in  all  that  concerned  their  dear  master, 
and  still  more  dear  mistress;  they  would  have 
gladly  sacrificed  their  lives  to  make  her  happv  : 
ill  them  was  clearly  shown  the  "  constant  ser- 
vice of  the  anticjue  world."  Solomon  (inindv, 
as  usual,  having  the  smallest  quantity  of  brains, 
was  the  most  noisy,  and  the  least  useful,  though 
the  creature  was  affectionate  enough  in  liis  way, 
and,  as  we  have  stated,  marvellously  skilful  in 
his  calling.  He  stood  with  the  rest  of  the  ser- 
vants, about  twenty  in  number,  who  had  as- 
sembled to  await  C'romwcirs  i-ntrance,  and  do 
honour  to  their  young  lady  by  as  numerous  and 
well  arranged  a  show  as  they  could  collect.  They 
were  all  dressed  in  deep  and  decent  mourning, 
except  the  Avomen  of  Lady  Frances,  who  walked 
behind  her  to  the  great  entrance,  where  she  and 
Constantia  stood  ready  to  receive  his  Highness. 
As  he  alighted,  the  advanced-guard  formed  a 
semicircle  beside  the  carriage ;  and  a\  hen  his 
foot  rested  on  the  first  step  of  the  entrance-stairs, 
the  two  ladies  passed  the  threshold,  to  meet  him 
with  due  respect.  It  was  a  picturesque  sight — 
the   meeting    of   that    rugged   and  warlike   man 

I    0 
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with  two  such  females ; — for  Lady  Frances, 
though  deficient  in  beauty,  had  an  air  and  fas- 
cination about  licr  tliat  was  exceedingly  capti- 
vating; and  as  she  waited,  one  foot  a  little  in 
advance,  her  head  tlirown  back,  and  the  jewels 
of  her  clasped  stomacher  distinctly  marking  the 
outline  of  her  full  and  graceful  bust,  she  formed 
a  considerable,  but  still  a  pleasing  contrast  to 
the  high-souled  beauty  of  her  dignified  friend. 
Constantia,  at  the  moment  Cromwell  alighted, 
trembled  lest  the  next  person  should  be  Sir 
Willmott  Burrell ;  and  the  terror  she  natural- 
ly felt,  lent  an  air  of  embarrassment  to  her 
pale,  high  features,  to  which  they  were  gene- 
rally strangers.  Her  long  mourning  veil  fell, 
as  usual,  to  her  feet ;  and  the  folds  of  her  rich 
velvet  robe  concealed  the  change  which  a  little 
time  had  wrought  in  her  exquisitely  moulded 
fiffure.  The  arched  hall  was  crowded  on  either 
side  by  her  domestics,  whose  dresses  formed  a 
gloomy  back-ground,  which,  nevertheless,  ac- 
corded well  with  the  hatchment  that  hung  over 
the  entrance, — a  memorial  of  Lady  Cccirs  recent 
death, — and  the  closed  shutters  of   Sir  Robert's 
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bedchamber.  I-aily  Frances,  as  she  frlaiiced  on 
the  sober,  but  well-arranged  party  in  front, 
their  bripjlit  armour  and  broad  swords  Hashing 
in  the  light,  the  j)raneiiig  of  the  brave  horses, 
and  the  smiling  face  of  lur  iincle"'s  favou- 
rite page — her  own  cousin,  who  followed  close 
to  his  indulgent  master — the  mixture  of  carriage 
and  cuirass,  of  spear  and  pennon,  set  out  against 
the  green  meadows,  and  still  farther  off  the  blue 
antl  beautiful  sea — all  this  looked  to  her  cheer- 
ful mind  as  if  hope  and  happiness  were  about 
once  more  to  enter  Cecil  Place.  The  impression 
was  so  strong  upon  her  mind,  that  she  only 
regretted  she  could  not  speak  of  it  to  Con- 
stantia,  who  bent  her  knee  to  salute  the  hand  of 
her  friend  —  the  Protector  of  England  !  while 
he,  gallantly  removing  his  hat,  raised  her  from 
the  ground,  and  imprinted  a  grave  and  respect- 
ful kiss  upon  her  brow — then,  having  saluted 
his  ow»  daughter  after  the  same  fatherly  fashion, 
he  presented  a  hand  to  each  of  the  ladies,  and 
walked,  bareheaded,  into  the  hall,  returning  the 
salutations  of  the  delighted  domestics  as  he 
passed,  and   inquiring   in    a   low,    earnest    tone, 
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after  the  health  of  his  worthy  host  and  friend. 
Sir  Robert  Cecil.  As  they  entered  the  apart- 
ment, in  which  a  suitable  refection  had  been 
prepared,  Constantia  was  about  to  return  to  re- 
ceive her  other  guests. 

"  Not  so,"  observed  the  Protector,  retaining 
her  hand.  "  I  have  taken  upon  myself  for  one 
day  and  one  night  the  wardenship  of  Cecil  Place, 
if  your  excellent  parent  will  so  permit  it  ;  with 
the  Lord's  help  we  will  discharge  the  trust  well 
and  faithfully.  Such  as  I  wish  to  intnxluce  to 
you  will  join  us  soon,  and  to  tliose  who  will  not 
I  have  allotted  chambers.  Our  mutual  friend. 
Major  Wellmore,""  he  added  smiling,  "  has  in- 
structed me  so  perfectly  in  the  bearings  of  this 
fine  house,  that  I  do  not  at  all  feel  as  a  stranger 
within  its  walls." 

Constantia  bowed,  and  from  her  heart  thanked 
the  Protector  for  the  kindness  and  delicacv  of  his 
thoughts. 

"  Great  and  glorious  I  knew  him  ever,"  she 
said  to  herself,  "  but  I  was  unprepared  for  the 
tenderness  we  usually  consider  the  exclusive  at- 
tribute of  our  own  sex." 
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Some  five  or  six  of  the  officers  and  pjentknieii 
of  Cromweirs  household  were,  in  their  turn,  pre- 
sented to  her  ;  but  Sir  Willmott  Burrell  came 
not  ainoiiir  tlieni.  Constantia  trembled  as  often 
as  she  turned  her  head  towards  the  opening  door. 

Durinfij  the  time  occupied  in  partaking  of 
the  abundant  repast,  upon  which  the  deligiited 
Solomon  had  expended  all  due  care  and  anxiety, 
there  were  few  words  spoken,  and  neither  healths 
nor  toasts  passed  round — tiie  Puritans  holding 
all  such  observances  as  profane  things  ;  nor  was 
there  any  allusion  made  to  the  unfortunate  oc- 
currences of  the  past  days,  except  as  regarded 
the  disappearance  of  the  Preacher  Fleetword,  a 
circumstance  which  weighed  heavily  on  the  mind 
of  Constantia. 

"  I  assure  your  Highness,"  said  Lady  Frances, 
"  this  is  a  perfect  island  of  romance ;  there 
has  been  as  much  mystery,  and  as  many  mis- 
understandings, as  would  form  a  Spanish  play." 

"  I  am  sorry.  Mistress  Frances,"  replied  Co- 
lonel Jones,  "  to  find  your  thoughts  still  turning 
to  these  follies — follies  anathematized  in  this  re- 
generated land." 
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A  smart  reply  mounted  to  the  lady's  lip,  who 
was  annoyed  that  the  plain  mistress  had  taken 
place  of  the  title  so  universally  ceded  to  her, 
but  she  dared  not  send  it  forth  in  her  father's 
presence. 

*'  I  assure  Lady  Frances,"  observed  her  father, 
rising  from  the  table  at  the  same  time,  and  laying 
a  particular  emphasis  on  the  Avord  lady.,  as  if 
he  would  reprove  Colonel  Jones's  plainness  —  "I 
assure  Lady  Frances  that  I  am  a  most  excellent 
unraveller  of  mysteries, — of  all  mysteries,""  he  re- 
peated with  a  stress  on  the  word  ALL,  that  made 
the  blood  rush  into  his  daughter's  cheek.  "  And 
if  I  may  presume  on  such  an  accomplishment,  I 
would  request  the  honour  of  a  private  interview 
with  jNIistress  Cecil." 

Cromwell  conducted  the  lady  from  the  room 
with  an  air  that  would  not  have  disgraced  the 
descendant  of  a  race  of  kings. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

If  yon,  my  son,  should  now  prevaricate. 
And,  to  your  own  particular  lusts,  employ 
So  great  and  Catholic  a  bliss  ;  be  sura 
A  curse  will  follow,  yea,  and  overtake 
Your  subtle  and  most  secret  ways. 

Ben  Jonsox. 

Whatever  passed  between  Cromwell  and 
the  Lady  Constantia  must  remain  secret,  as 
neither  were  of  a  particularly  communicative  dis- 
position. Lady  Frances,  indeed,  laboured  hard  to 
succeed  and  comprehend  the  whole  matter,  but 
in  vain.  She  waylaid  her  friend  on  her  pas- 
sage from  the  room  of  audience,  and  observed,  in 
a  tone  and  manner  that  betrayed  her  anxiety  on 
the  subject, 
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"  My  father  and  you  have  had  a  loner  con- 
ference !" 

"  He  has  indeed  honoured  me  by  much 
condescension  and  kindness,"  was  Constantia's 
reply. 

"  Do  you  know  whom  he  has  closeted  up  so 
strangely  in  Cecil  Place  ?  I  was  going  into  the 
oak  parlour,  when  a  sentry  at  the  door — (What 
rough  fellows  those  soldiers  are  !) — cried  '  Stand  I' 
as  if  I  had  been  a  statue.  With  that  I  repaired 
to  the  small  oriel  chamber;  but  there,  too,  was 
another  '  Stand  V  Why,  the  house  is  at  once  a 
prison  and  a  garrison  !" 

"  Not  quite." 

"  Oh,  you  take  it  more  quietly  than  I  should — 
to  have  persons  in  your  own  house,  and  not 
know  who  they  are.*' 

"  Your  father,  I  suppose,  knows  them  ;  and  I 
may  have  sufficient  confidence  in  the  Protector 
of  England  to  believe  in  the  wisdom  of  all  he 
does — nothing  doubting." 

"  My  father  is  very  anxious  about  Sir  Ro- 
bert." 

"  He  is  indeed." 
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"  And  to  search  out  tlie  destroyer  of  our  poor 
Barbara." 

"  He  has  ever  been  to  justice  as  its  right 
hand." 

How  poor  Lady  Frances  longed  to  ask  of 
Constance  if  her  fatlier  had  talked  about  Sir 
Willmott — if  there  were  any  tidings  of  Walter 
De  Guerre,  or  where  he  had  been  since  his 
disappearance  with  Major  Wellmore  !  but  she 
could  not — she  dared  not  ask  another  question  : 
indeed,  Constantia  effectually  prevented  her  so 
doing,  for,  taking  her  hand  with  that  extraor- 
dinary combination  of  frankness  and  reserve 
which  is  ever  the  characteristic  of  a  great  and 
honest  mind,  she  said — 

"  My  sweet  friend,  do  not  question  me  ;  I 
have  either  answered  your  father*'s  questionings 
as  I  answer  every  one,  truly,  in  word  and  spirit, 
or  told  him,  when  he  asked  what  I  must  not 
reveal,  that  I  could  not  tell.  I  never  equivo- 
cated in  my  whole  life  ;  equivocation  is  a  sub- 
terfuge, mean  as  well  as  sinful  —  the  special 
pleading  of  a  lie." 

"  My  dear  Lady  Perfection  !" 
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"  Do  not  mock  me,  sweet  Frances  :  the  world 
will  say,  and  say  rightly,  you  are  mucii  nearer 
perfection  than  I  am  ;  you  have  far  more  of 
the  woman — the  open,  cheerful,  confiding  wo- 
man. But  hear  me  say  a  few  words  more,  — 
and  apply  them  as  you  will.  I  once  saw  a 
young  fresh  tree — it  was  an  oak  —  a  bright  tree 
and  a  beautiful  !  It  flourished  on  the  hill- 
side, and  injured  notliing ;  for  its  shadow  was 
harmless,  and  served  but  as  a  kindly  shelter  for 
the  modest  violet  and  the  pale  })rimrose.  The 
woodcutter  looked  upon  it  as  he  passed  it  by, 
and  said  it  would  grow  to  be  the  ])ride  of  the 
forest ; — the  village  children  held  their  innocent 
revelry  beneath  its  gay  branches  : — but,  Frances, 
dear  Frances,  the  storm  gathered,  and  the  thun- 
der leaped  from  cloud  to  cloud  in  the  angrv 
heavens,  and  the  lightning  —  the  forked  liirht- 
ning,  darted  among  its  leaves,  and  struck  it  to 
the  heart.  The  next  morning  the  sun  saw  tliat 
it  was  blighted ;  and  the  sun  said,  '  My  beau- 
tiful tree  and  my  brave,  that  my  beams  de- 
lighted to  shine  upon,  is  blasted  :  but  I  will 
throw  forth  my  warmest  rays,  and  my  favourite 
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shall  revive,  and  again  be  glorious  !'  And  thi- 
sun  came  in  all  its  power,  and  it  shone  ujmn 
the  tree  ;  but  the  more  it  shone,  the  more 
(juickly  the  tree  withered  —  for  it  fainted  be- 
neatli  the  kindness  which  had  the  will,  but 
not  the  gift,  of  renovation." 

Lady  Frances  turned  from  her  friend  with 
tears,  and  asked  her  no  more  questions.  Con- 
stantia  wept  not,  but  passed  towards  the  ser- 
vants'-hall  to  give  some  directions.  The  evening 
had  (juite  closed,  and  the  earth  slept  under  the 
broad  grey  wdngs  of  twilight ;  as  she  crossed 
the  corridors,  and  passed  the  different  turnings, 
she  would  have  been  bewildered  by  the  dark- 
ness, had  not  her  feet  been  acquainted  with 
every  winding  passage. 

As  she  passed  one  of  the  deep  and  sunken 
entrances  for  light,  that  seemed  constructed  for 
the  purpose  of  expelling  and  not  admitting  the 
beams  of  day,  so  narrow  and  complicated  was 
its  framework,  something  struck  violently  on  the 
glass.  She  started  on  perceiving  a  small  figure 
enveloped  in  a  woman's  cloak.  Late  occurrences 
had   made   her   cautious ;    but   she  was  quickly 
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assured  of  safety  on  hearing  her  name  pro- 
nounced by  the  voice  of  Robin  Hays.  In  a 
low  but  somewhat  confident  tone  he  informed 
her  of  his  desire  to  see  the  Protector  upon  a 
matter  of  life  and  death. 

"  Only  ask  him  if  he  will  see  me,  dear  lady  ! 
— I  would  not  come  openly,  because  I  know  he 
loves  mystery  in  all  things,  and  likes  not  that 
the  world  should  be  able  to  prate  of  his  inter- 
views.—  But  ask  quickly,  dear  lady  —  quickly, 
as  ye  would  seek  heaven  !" 

"  See  you,  Robin  I  The  Protector  see  and 
counsel  with  you,  Robin  ?" 

"  Ay,  dear  Lady — the  lion  and  the  mouse — the 
lion  and  the  mouse — only  let  it  be  quickly — 
quickly." 

"  Stay,  Robin ;  you  of  all  men  are  the  most 
likely  to  know — can  you  tell  me  aught  concern- 
ing one,  I  believe,  we  both  loved  ?" 

"  Ask  me  not,  dear  mistress,  now;  only 
quickly,  quickly  to  the  Protector." 

In  a  few  minutes  Robin  Hays  again  stood 
before  the  great  and  extraordinary  man  he  both 
respected  and  feared. 
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There  was  a  mingling  of  kindliness  and  warmth 
n  Cromwell's  manner,  as  he  desired  the  manikin 

0  come  forward,  and,  having  first  questioned  him 
ibout  his  health,  commanded  him  to  tell  his 
)usiness. 

"  I  have  intruded  'on  your  Highness,  which 
s  a  mark  of  great  boldness  in  a  creature  of 
iuch  low  degree,"  commenced  the  Ranger  in 
)bedience  to  the  Protector's  orders,  "  and  it  is 
)n  behalf  of  one  to  whom  I  am  much  bound. 
\lack !  great  Sir,  it  is  a  sad  thing  when  a  man 
)f  spirit,  of  power,  and  of  bravery,  has  no 
Tiend  to  speak  for  him  but  one  that  Nature 
;hrew  from  her  as  unworthy  of  the  neat  finish- 
ng  she  bestows  on  others :  —  when  our  parent 
iiscards  us,  what  have  we  to  expect  from  man- 
kind !" 

"  Do  you  speak  of  the  youth  called  Walter, 
ivhose  gallant  Jubilee  waits  impatiently  till  his 
iiaster  is  at  liberty  to  boot  and  saddle  ?  He 
iha\\  mount  him  soon." 

"  With    all   humility,   your    Highness,  no  :  — 

1  would  speak  of  Hugh  Dalton  and  the  Fire- 

fly-" 
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"  Of  his  ship,  which  may  be  at  sea,  say  you  ?" 

Robin  ventured  one  glance  at  Cromwell's 
countenance,  doubtless  with  the  intention  of  as- 
certaining if  he  knew  the  position  of  the  vessel : 
but  there  was  no  expression  on  those  features  that 
could  lead  to  any  conclusion,  and  the  Ranger 
skilfully  evaded  the  question. 

"  It  is  indeed  of  Hugh  Dalton  I  would  speak," 
continued  Robin,  "  and  intreat  in  his  behalf, 
what  I  need  myself,  yet  ask  not  for — a  par- 
don." 

"  Pardon  !""  repeated  Cromwell,  *•'  Pardon  ! — on 
what  grounds  ?"" 

"  Those  of  mercy — upon  which  your  High- 
ness has  pardoned  many  ;  and,  please  your 
Highness,  if  I  may  make  bold  to  say  so,  this 
same  man  has  some  reason,  however  small,  to 
offer.     The  Jewess  Zillah " 

«  Ah  !  what  of  her  ?'' 

"  Is  in  his  keeping,  and  a  certain  Preacher 
also— a  worthy,  simple,  yet,  withal,  a  keen  man, 
whom  Sir  Willmott  Burrell,  as  I  understand, 
entrapped  and  shut  up  with  famine  as  his  only 
associate,  because   he  had   become   possessed   of 
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some  papers,  proving  Sir  Willmott's  marriage 
with  the  Jewish  lady." 

"  And  Dalton " 

"  Saved  this  Fleetword  !" 

"  Ah,  Fleetword,"  interrupted  Cromwell,  "  I 
have  heard  of  his  disappearance  —  and  he  is 
safe  ?" 

"  Perfectly." 

"  I  bless  the  Lord  for  his  unravelling !  But 
why  conies  not  this  man  forth  from  his  den  ? 
Methinks,  if  he  have  rendered  such  service  to 
the  Jew,  who  is  our  friend,  he  has  some  claim 
to  our  consideration,  and  might  hope — jierhaps, 
hope  for  pardon.  But,  if  I  judge  rightly,  he 
expected  more  than  pardon, — pardon  for  his  ship 
also,  and  farther  grace  towards  himself — Ran  it 
not  thus  ?" 

"  Please  your  Highness,  yes — The  man  loves 
his  ship,  which  is  but  natural ;  and  then  his 
men " 

"  What,  the  reeving,  ravenous  set,  who  have 
carried  destruction  as  their  flag,  and  filled  the 
coast  with  desolation ;  aided  and  abetted  in 
plunder,  and  brought  over  malcontents  from  evil 
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lands,  and  scattered  them  like  flax-seed  over  the 
country  !  Cornwall —  Devon  —  Essex  —  Kent  — 
Sussex  —  everywhere  ;  —  disturbed  ourselves,  so 
that  by  night  as  well  as  day  we  lack  repose ; 
and  are  forced  to  be  our  own  watch-dog,  to  the 
great  discomfort  and  danger  of  our  body,  and 
the  vexation  of  our  soul  !  Pardon  for  such  as 
they  !  Dalton  we  might  pardon,  we  have  reasons 
for  it;  but  his  ship — it  shall  burn  upon  the  high 
seas,  as  an  example  to  all  like  it ;  and,  as  to 
his  crew, — why  not  a  scoundrel  could  be  found 
robbing  a  hen-roost,  who  would  not  declare 
himself  one  of  Hugh  Dalton's  gang !  To  send 
you,  too,  as  his  ambassador  !" 

"  Please  your  Highness,"  interrupted  Robin, 
"  he  did  not  send  me,  though  he  knew  of  my 
coming.  The  man  is  watching  by  the  side  of  his 
child." 

"  His  child,  said  you — I  heard  he  had  but  one, 
and  that,  through  some  mystery,  the  girl  was 
here,  and " 

Cromwell  W'ould  have  added,  "  shot,"'  but  he 
remembered  what  Robin  had  suffered  at  Hamp- 
ton Court,  when  Barbara's  death  was  mentioned 
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before  him,  and,  though  chafed  at  the  picture 
he  had  himself  drawn  of  the  ravages  of  the 
Buccaneer,  yet  the  kind  feelings  of  his  nature 
prevented  his  opening  the  green  wound  in  the 
Ranger's  heart.  No  matter  what  distinction 
rank  makes  between  man  and  man,  Nature  has 
instituted  a  moral  freemasonry,  by  which  all  her 
children  understand  the  signals  and  symptoms 
of  goodness  and  greatness  in  each  other "'s  bosoms  : 
Robin  blessed  him  for  his  forbearance  with  the 
fresh  warm  blessing  of  an  affectionate  heart  ;  ' 
and  the  blessing  ascended  to  the  Almighty's 
throne,  although  breathed  into  no  mortal  ear ! 
— it  ascended,  not  on  the  wings  of  the  wind,  for 
the  wind  heard  it  not  ;  yet  there  it  was,  and  there 
it  remains,  registered  in  the  book  of  life,  amongst 
the  few  but  holy  offerings  which  are  paid  to  the 
mighty,  in  secret,  by  those  who  look  to  them 
for  aid, — whose  homage  is  generally  of  the  lip, 
not  the  heart. 

After  a  pause,  more  full  of  meaning  than  if 
it  had  been  crammed  with  words,  Robin  said — 

"  Please  your  Highness,  the  girl  is  not  dead, 
though  badly  wounded — " 

VOL.    HI.  K 
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"  I  thank  God— I  thank  God  for  every  bless- 
ing.    Have  you  so  said  to  the  Lady  Constantia  ?" 

"  I  did  not  like  to  mention  it  yet,  as  I  did 
not  know " 

"  Right,  right,"  interrupted  Cromwell,  not 
permitting  him  to  finish  the  sentence,  "  a  silent 
tongue  is  ever  harmless,  and  with  it  there  is 
safety.  But  I  must  see  Fleetword  and  the 
Jewess  forthwith ;  say  unto  Dalton  that  so  1 
desire  it."" 

"  The  Skipper  has  secrets  touching  this  family 
in  his  keeping,  which  I  have  reason  to  think  he 
Avill  retain,  unless " 

Wily  as  he  was,  Robin  now  paused,  for  he 
dreaded  to  rouse  the  Protector's  ire,  and  Crom- 
Avell,  seeing  his  hesitation,  exclaimed, 

"  Speak  on  —  speak  out,  young  man — this  fel- 
low would  dictate  to  us  —  but  speak  —  speak,  I 
say  ;  what  are  his  gracious  terms  ?''"' 

Although  the  last  words  were  uttered  in  an 
ironical  tone,  Robin  did  speak,  and  boldly. 

"  Pardon  for  himself,  his  registered  followers, 
and  safety  for  his  ship  ;  I  know  such  to  be  his 
feelings,  and  know  he  would  so  say." 
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The  Protector  replied  calmly — "  To  the  pardon 
for  himself,  I  say,  ay  ;  to  the  other  conditions,  no. 
Once  spoken  is  enough.  My  words  are  for  eter- 
nity, young  man  ;  it  is  much  that  I  pardon  even 
him.  Go  to  !  what  hinders  that  I  blow  not  his 
nest  into  the  sky  ?  what  care  I  for  the  vultures 
of  his  eyrie  !"" 

"  But  the  doves,  your  Highness, — the  doves 
that  shelter  there !" 

"  Look  ye,  Sir  ambassador,"  returned  Crom- 
well, "  were  I  to  twine  a  wreath  of  gunpowder 
round  his  Nest,  think  ye  he  would  suffer  his 
child  to  perish,  whatever  fate  in  desperation  he 
might  award  himself  .?"'■' 

"  iNIy  Lord,  he  can  look  the  sun  in  the  face 
at  noon- day ;  he  could  weigh  with  an  unquailing 
eye  the  bullet  that  brought  him  death— he  is  a 
man  of  unspeakable  firmness." 

"  Granted,"  said  the  Protector ;  "  but  I  am  a 
father — so  is  he;  you  are  not,  or  you  would  feel 
that  were  the  female  a  vulture,  not  a  dove,  still 
he  could  not  peril  her  life.  She  is  his  child.  I 
forget,  while  I  now  speak,  that  which  I  am  ;  for  I 
could  not  speak  thus  if  I  remembered  it.  I  send 
k:2 
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you  to  Dalton,  to  tell  him,  that  in  humble,  most 
humble  imitation  of  the  blessed  God,  whose  un- 
worthy servant  I  am,  I  say  that  '  though,'  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world,  '  his  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they 
shall  be  as  wool  ^  they  shall  be  blotted  from  my 
memory,  and  I  will  stretch  forth  my  right  liand 
to  save  and  not  to  punish  ;  so  much  as  regards 
himself,  I  will  not  hint  at  his  misdeeds,   provided 

that "  he  stopped  abruptly,  and  fixed  his  eye 

upon  the  timepiece  that  was  set  over  the  chim- 
ney— a  huge  heavy  iron  machine,  that  one  would 
fancy  even  Time  found  it  difficult  to  deal  with. 
"  You  see  the  hour — the  hand  is  on  the  stroke  of 
nine — provided  that  before  that  same  hand  rests 
upon  the  single  figure  which  heralds  in  the  morn- 
ing, the  Preacher,  the  Jewess,  himself  and  his 
daughter  are  within  this  room, — provided  they  are 
here,  I  will  seal  his  pardon  :  he  shall  go  forth,  or 
remain,  a  free  subject  of  the  Commonwealth. 
And  more  than  this,  my  soldiers  sleep  till  mid- 
night, so  that  men,  all  men  may  travel  in  safety, 
— in  safety  by  land,  I  mean  ;  for  if  the  slightest 
attempt  be  made  to  rid  the  harbour  of  the  pes- 
tilential vessel,  whose  crew  keep  such  careful,  or 
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rather  such  prudent  watcli  upon  her  deck,  if 
that  the  night  were  dark  as  blackness  itself,  there 
are  eyes  that  see,  and  hands  that  avenge  !  Tiie 
ship  must  not  remain  unpunished;  of  her,  jus- 
tice sliall  have  its  due.  Your  Buccaneer  should 
think  of  this,  and  bless  the  God  that  has  made  us 
merciful." 

"  The  Fire  fly,  to  be  towed  into  Chatham  and 
about,  and  pointed  at  by  the  cowardly  land- 
lubbers, as  Hugh  Dalton's  fine  vessel  !  ""Twould 
kill  him,  please  your  Highness,  it  would  kill 
him.  He  would  not  take  his  life  on  such 
terms "" 

"  Let  him  lose  it,  then.  Tiiink  ye,  that  thougli 
you  were  honest,  there  are  not  many  who  pant  to 
discover  the  secrets  of  that  Nest  .'*  Came  I  here 
for  pastime  ?  The  Lord  he  is  righteous  and 
merciful.  The  cavern  and  its  wealth  is  ours. 
The  goodness  of  the  Lord  is  over  all  the  earth  ; 
yet  such  is  the  corruption  of  all  things,  that  we 
have  no  leisure  for  repose,  much  less  pastime. 
Men's  passions  and  evil  propensities  devour  us, 
and  fright  comfort,  and  often  holy  communing 
from    our  pillow.     Go    to,  then.     We   have  one 
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who  could  lead  us  blindfold  through  your  Crag, 
and  its  chambers.  If  we  find  Dalton  armed, 
Justice  must  take  its  course ;  even  I  could  not 
save  him  then." 

"  It  is  little  your  guide  would  know  what 
awaited  him,  if  he  did  conduct  the  soldiers  of 
your  Highness,"  replied  Robin,  perhaps  in  a  tone 
of  momentary  familiarity — the  result  of  his  long 
conference. 

"  It  is  enough,"  said  Cromwell.  "  Though 
you  have  denied  that  you  were  directed  by  him 
to  see  us  on  this  matter,  yet  you  will  not  scruple 
to  do  our  bidding.  I  need  not  repeat  —  within 
four  hours  from  this  time, — the  Jewess,  the  man 
of  God,  Dalton  and  his  daughter, — secretly,  mark 
secretly^  —  within  this  chamber.  During  this 
period  my  soldiers  sleep ;  but  the  vessel  must  not 
be  unmoored.  Remember,  if  its  anchor  is  weigh- 
ed— or  slipped,"  he  added  with  that  extraordinary 
penetration  which  saw  every  possibility  of  even 
equivoque,  and  guarded  against  it,  "  the  Bucca- 
neer's life  is  forfeit." 

Robin  bowed  with  great  submission,  but  still 
lingered. 
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"  Please  your  Highness,  he  does  so  love  that 
vessel  !"" 

"  You  practise  on  our  humanity,  young  man, 
and  forget  to  whom  you  speak." 

Robin  bowed  again  more  lowly  than  before, 
and  retreated  down  the  room.  While  closing 
the  door,  he  looked  to  where  the  Protector  sat  ; 
Cromwell,  observing  the  movement,  raised  his 
hand,  and  pointed  to  the  timepiece,  whose  iron 
finger  was  fast  travelling  round  the  dial. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


So  up  he  arose  upon  his  stretched  sails, 
Fearless  expecting  his  approaching  death  ; 

So  up  he  arose,  that  the  air  starts  and  fails, 
And  overpressed  sinks  his  load  beneath  ; 

So  up  he  arose,  as  doth  a  tliunder  cloud 

^\'hich  all  tlie  earth  with  shadows  Idack  doth  shroud, 

So  up  he  arose. 

Phineas  Fletcher. 


"  The  Lord  deliver  me,  once  more  say  I  r 
ejaculated  Robin  Hays,  "  and  tlie  Lord  deliver 
Dalton  !  He  would  sooner  submit  to  have  his 
limbs  hewed  one  by  one  from  his  body,  than  per- 
mit a  single  plank  of  liis  good  ship  to  be  touched : 
he  loves  it  far  more  than  his  own  life.  I  will  not 
speak  with  him  about  it.  There  is  no  possibility 
of  a  hundred  of  our  men,  if  we  could  summon 
them  from  the  different  stations,  encountering  the 
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well-disciplined  soldiers  now  uj)on  the  island. 
Notlnn<j;  lc<>;al  or  illegal  ean  withstand  thi'  |)ower, 
or  turn  aside  thi.'  will  of  that  ino>t  wonderful 
man.  It  is  useless  to  conunune  more  with  Dal- 
ton  ;  but  1  will  save  him,  thouirh  I  perish  in 
the  attempt  !" 

It  may  be  almost  said  that  he  Hew  to  the 
Gull's  Nest.  When  there,  he  turned  with  a 
stealthy  step  towards  the  chamber  which  his 
mother  occupied.  There  was  no  living  being 
in  the  room  save  one,  and  she  was  busied  in 
composing  the  limbs  and  features  of  his  dead 
parent,  chanting,  in  a  low  monotonous  tone, 
fra<»-ments  of  old  sonjjs  and  snatches  of  bal- 
lads  appropriate  to  the  gloomy   task. 

Robin  clung  to  the  door-})ost.  However  lit- 
tle he  might  have  respected  his  mother,  he  knew 
she  had  loved  him  ;  and  it  is  sad,  in  a  world 
where  so  few  affectionate  ties  are  formed,  to  see 
the  nearest  and  the  dearest  severed.  He  stood 
for  a  little  watching  the  slow  movements  of  tlie 
old  crone,  who  was  so  withered  and  woe-look- 
ing, that,  with  but  slight  eff'ort  of  imagina- 
tion, he  might  have  believed  the  grave  had 
K  5 
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given  up  one  dead  to  prepare  another  for  the 
sepulchre.  The  small  lamp  sent  forth  but 
little  light,  and  the  features  of  his  mother, 
not  yet  decently  arranged,  had  a  scared  and 
frightened  look,  as  if  terror  at  the  oncoming 
of  death  had  left  her  a  powerless  though  unwill- 
ing captive. 

"  Has  the  spirit  long  passed  !"  at  length 
inquired  Robin,  in  a  voice  so  low  that  the 
aged  woman  started,  as  if  the  whisper  sounded 
from  below  the  earth. 

"  Anan,  Master  Robin,  is  it  you  ?  Ah  !  I  little 
tliought  you  'd  ha'  been  away  ;  not  that  I  fancy 
she  missed  ye  much,  for  she  didn't  make  much 
struggle — that  is,  not  to  say  much  at  the  very 
last — 

'  And  at  the  last  your  bed  shall  be, 
Ay,  near  the  broad  and  briny  sea  !'  " 

She  gave  out  the  rhyme  while  smoothing  back 
tlie  hair  from  the  haggard  features  of  the  corpse ; 
and  her  trembling  treble  voice,  so  weak,  so  shrill, 
added  a  most  miserable  and  desolating;  effect  to 
the  awful  scene. 

"  Do    it   decently,  good   dame,    decentlv  and 
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(gently  too,  and  you  shall  be  rewarded,"  said 
Robin,  deeply  affected, — aware  how  impossible  it 
was  for  him  to  remain  and  see  that  everything 
was  well  ordered. 

"  Ay,  ay,  I  warrant  it  shall  all  be  done  rightly, 
master,  as  rightly  as  if  she  decked  herself,  poor 
soul !  which  she  was  well  fond  of  in  days  long 
ago  !" 

Robin  turned  towards  the  cliff.  As  he  com- 
menced the  descent,  the  wail  of  the  corpse- 
dresser  fell  upon  his  ear  with  the  sighing  of 
the  wind  that  was  straying  amongst  the  many 
hollow  crags — the  mysterious  wind  that  comes 
— whence  ? — we  know  not ;  and  goes — where  ? 
—  we  cannot  tell  — yet  moves  along  upon  its 
appointed  way  —  felt,  although  unseen,  on  the 
vast  earth  and  the  wide  sea — now  rejoicing  over 
pleasant  fields,  and  filling  the  leaves  with  har- 
mony—  kissing  in  its  gentleness  the  blushing 
bosom  of  the  rose,  and  wafting  the  humble  bee 
on  its  industrious  voyage  !  —  then  stirring  up 
oceans  by  its  breath,  and  shouting  to  the  clouds 
its  mandates  ! — Thou  play-fellow  of  thunder,  and 
mate   of   the    fierce    lightning  !      Whether    as    a 
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hurricane  or  a  zephyr,  great  source  of  good  and 
evil,  hail  to  thee  on  thy  way  ! 

Robin  stood  on  the  smooth  beacli  at  the  lx)t- 
tom  of  the  cliffs,  and,  taking  in  at  one  glance 
all  the  objects  within  sight,  perceived  that  the 
government  ships  had  certainly  moved  closer 
to  the  vessel,  whose  identity  had  puzzled  even 
him,  keen  observer  though  he  was.  The  night 
was  dark  but  clear  —  no  haze,  no  moon  —  the 
clouds  not  heavy  nor  light,  yet  few  stars  made 
their  appearance  :  now  and  then,  as  a  shadow 
passed,  one  would  twinkle  for  a  moment,  until 
obscured  by  some  ambitious  vapour  soaring  from 
earth  to  become  purified  by  heaven.  The  ocean 
was  calm  and  still,  sleeping  the  sleep  of  waters 
in  their  immensity  !  Persons  unaccustomed  to 
such  scenes  could  hardly  have  distinguished 
the  vessels  in  the  offing,  so  much  of  the  same 
colour  did  they  appear  with  the  waves  them- 
selves. Robin  then  scanned  the  cliffs  as  he  had 
done  the  ocean,  and  whistled  soft,  low,  but  au- 
dibly,— a  note  like  that  of  the  frightened  plover. 
It  was  speedily  answered,  and  in  a  moment 
Roupall  stood  by  his  side. 
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"  Are  any  gone  oft"  to  the  shii)'"  — and  where 
is  the  Skipper  ?" 

"  The  Skipper 's  with  the  women,  and,  1 
think,  has  been  looking  out  for  you,"  replied 
Houpall. 

"  Tell  him,  then — tell  all— that  it  will  not  be 
safe  for  any  of  ye  to  venture  oft'  to  the  Fire-fly 
till  1  give  ye  a  signal.  Tiie  shi|)s  have  got 
closer  to  her,  and  a  boat  going  oft'  now  would 
be  sunk  by  a  shot,  for,  night  as  it  is,  they  can 
see ;  and  if  it  continues  clear  over  head,  the 
moon  will  not  be  needed  to  light  to  mischief — 
the  stars  shine  bright  enough  for  that.  And 
now.  Jack,  I  'm  going  to  make  a  confidant  of 
you — a  proof  that  I  think  ye  an  honest  rascal, 
at  all  events.  Do  not  give  Avhat  I  am  going 
to  write  on  this  parchment  to  the  Skipper  un- 
til I  have  made  a  signal  from  the  ship.  He 
is  too  old  a  sailor  not  to  be  on  the  look-out ; 
but  you  and  Springall  must  be  with  him.  You 
owe  me  thus  much  service  for  a  wrong  you  once 
did  me.  It  is  meet  that  I  forget  and  forgive  it 
now."' 

"  As  to  the  wrong,  Robin,  it  is  clear  out  of 
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my  memory,"  replied  Roupall.  "  Gad,  you  must 
be  a  good  scholar  to  write  in  the  dark  !  but,  I 
say.  your  signals  and  book  learning  could  be 
much  clearer,  if  you  would  just  step  into  the 
Skipper,  and  explain.  Here  are  we,  like  a  par- 
cel of  bats  and  owls,  stowing  away  in  the  cliffs, 
Avaiting  to  get  out  to  the  ship  ;  and  I  know  from 
what  old  Hugh  said,  he  is  only  watching  for 
some  messenger,  with  some  answer  or  another.  I 
know  he  is  about  a  negociation,  which  1  "d  never 
consent  to  ;  but  fight  a  thousand  troopers,  had 
it  not  been  that  as  good  as  eight  or  ten  took 
his  permission,  and  walked  off  for  the  other  hold- 
fast —  fellows,  to  be  sure,  that  never  cruised 
with  him  above  once.  Let  us  a-board,  and 
we're  safe.  Would  that  the  night  were  darker  ! 
for  I  think,  by  the  movement  of  the  watchers, 
(to  the  Devil  with  them  !)  that  they  suspect — 
Ah !  now  you\e  finished,  pray  tell  me  what 
the  signal  will  be — a  red  light  ?*'' 

"  A  red  light  !"  repeated  Robin,  musingly, 
as  he  rolled  up  the  parchment ;  "  oh,  yes !  it 
will  be  a  very  red  light." 

"  But,  Bob,  won't  that  alarm  the  ships  ?*" 
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*'  Never  niiiul  if  it  docs,"  replied  Robin,  cast- 
ing off  his  boots,  and  throwing  away  all  the 
loose  portions  of  his  dress,  so  as  to  stand  only 
in  his  shirt  and  hose;  "Give  me  your  belt — it 
is  broader  than  mine." 

Koupall  did  as  he  requested,  demanding,  in 
his  turn,  if  Robin  was  mad  enough  to  think  of 
swimming  to  the  Fire-fly. 

"  Yes !"  was  the  Ranger's  concise  reply. 
"  And  now,"  he  added,  "  Jack,  remember  !  the 
moment  you  see  my  signal,  deliver  this  to  the 
Skipper  ;  but,  as  you  value  your  life,  not  be- 
fore." 

He  plunged  into  the  ocean  as  he  spoke  ;  and 
j)resently  the  sound  of  the  dividing  waters  was 
lost  in  the  distance. 

"  Well !"  exclaimed  Roupall,  "  that  beats  all 
the  freaks  I  ever  knew  even  Robin  to  be  after  ! 
Why,  the  vessel's  a  full  mile  off!  and  now  I 
think  of  it,  I  never  asked  him  what  we  were  to 
do  when  he  gave  the  signal ;  but  I  suppose  his 
paper  tells.  Lying  about  here,  in  such  peril ! 
But  it's  always  the  way — the  minute  a  sailor 
touches  land,  good-b'ye  to  his  well-doing  !" 
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Before  the  speaker  liad  climbed  the  topmost 
cliff,  he  met  the  Buccaneer. 

"  Hast  seen  Robin  Hays  ?"  was  his  first 
question. 

"  Ay,  Sir ;  and  if  it  was  day,  you  might  see 
him  too  —  at  least,  the  best  part  of  him — his 
head,  yonder  —  making  for  the  Fire-fly ."'■' 

"  How  !  making  for  the  Fire-fly  !  M'^hat  do 
ye  mean.  Jack  ?  this  is  no  time  for  jesting " 

"  I  mean,  Captain,  that  Robin  Hays  is  swim- 
ming to  the  Fire-fly  ;  and  that  he  told  me  to 
watch  for  a  signal  he  would  make ;  and " 

"  And  what  r 

"  Why,  he  is  to  make  a  signal — a  red  light 
from  the  ship." 

"  Red  light  from  the  ship !"  repeated  the 
Buccaneer,  in  a  voice  of  astonishment  ;  "  He  has 
lost  his  senses  !  What  can  this  mean  ?  Left  he 
no  message  for  me  .'*" 

"  None,""  replied  Roupall ;  thinking  to  him- 
self, "  a  piece  of  parchment's  no  message,  so 
that's  no  lie." 

Dalton  paced  to  and  fro,  on  the  small  ledge 
that  had  been  beaten  smooth  by  the  step  of 
many  an    illegal   sentry  in   days   gone  by ;    be- 
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netith  his  feet  lay  the  subterraneous  apartments 
of  the  GuirsNcst;  and  before  him,  (altliough 
the  night  had  so  darkened,  that  it  was  no  longer 
visible,)  before  him  was  his  own  vessel  anehored. 
At  any  other  time  he  would  have  felt  secure 
of  refuge  in  the  one  resource  or  the  other;  but 
circumstances  combined  to  convince  him  there 
was  now  no  certain  safety  by  sea  or  land.  At 
one  moment,  he  thought  of  manning  his  boat, 
and  carrying  his  daughter  boldly  to  the  shi}). 
Had  he  been  alone,  such  would  at  once  have 
been  his  determination  — but  he  could  not  expose, 
much  less  leave  her  to  peril.  With  the  com- 
mon blindness  of  those  who  argue  only  on  their 
own  side  of  the  question,  he  could  not  see  why 
the  Protector  should  object  to  the  preservation 
of  the  Fire-fly  ;  and  he  had  hoped  for  Robin's 
return  with  tidings  that  would  have  made  his 
child^s  heart,  as  well  as  his  own,  leap  with  joy. 
He  knew  that  Cromwell  would  make  a  large  sa- 
crifice to  secure  the  Jewess,  Zillah  ;  and  he  had 
also  reasons  to  believe  the  Protector  suspected 
there  were  other  secrets  within  his  keeping,  the 
nature  of  which  he  would  give  much  to  learn. 
Robin's    motive,    in    thus   visiting    the    Fire-fly, 
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was  beyond  his  comprehension ;   and  he  had  no 
alternative    but   to   await    the    promised    signal 
with    all    the    patience   he  could  command.     As 
he  paced  the  ledge,  now  with  a  slow,  now  with 
a  hurried  footstep,  the  darkness  increased,  and 
the  stars  twinkled  less  frequently  : — there  was  no 
storm — no  fierce  blast  swept  along  the  heavens, 
or  disturbed  the  earth  ;  but  dense,  heavy  clouds, 
canopied  the  ocean,  as  with  a  pall.     Roupall  was 
seated  on  a  huge    stone,  his   elbows  resting  on 
his  knees,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  "  multitudinous 
sea,"  silently,    and  not  less  anxiously,   watching 
for  the  flash,  which  he  expected  would  disturb 
the  dull  and  sleepy  night.     Ever  and  anon,  the 
querulous   voice    of  the   woman,    keeping  watch 
by  the  lifeless  clay,  which  she  had  laid  in  decent 
order  upon  its  humble  pallet,  in  the  Gull's  Nest, 
floated    over    the    cliffs,    and    died    away   on    the 
bosom  of  the  waters.     At  times,  Roupall  would 
growl   and  fret,   as   a  chained  mastiff;    but    the 
anxiety  of  the  Skipper  had  so  increased,  that  he 
ceased  moving,   and   stood  on   the  bold  brow  of 
the  crag,  like  a  black  monument  of  stone. 

Suddenly,    a    strong   light,   a  fierce   blaze,   as 
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if  the  ocean  had  thrown  up  one  immense  pyra- 
mid of  flame,  to  dispel  the  darkness  and  divide 
the  clouds,  sprang  into  the  heavens  !  and  then, 
a  peal,  loud  as  the  struggling  thunder  I  The 
cliff'  shook  beneath  their  feet  —  the  sea-birds 
started  from  their  nests,  and  flew,  and  screamed, 
and  wheeled  in  the  air  !  From  behind  the  diffe- 
rent points  and  crags  along  the  shore,  rushed 
forth  the  smugglers,  who  had  lain  to,  watching 
the  time  when  it  would  have  been  prudent  for 
them  to  put  off"  their  boats  and  join  the  ship, 
as  Dalton  had  directed.  The  old  death-dresser 
forsook  the  corpse,  and  standing  on  the  highest 
crag,  her  long  hair  floating  backwards  on  the 
breeze,  her  arms  tossing  from  the  effects  of 
terror  and  astonishment,  looked  like  the  sybil 
whose  spells  and  orgies  have  distracted  nature 
by  some  terrible  convulsion.  The  cliff^s  and 
strand  at  the  moment  formed  a  picture  that 
Salvator  would  have  gloried  in  conveying  to 
his  canvass  —  the  line  of  coast  now  rising 
boldly  from  the  ocean,  each  projecting  point 
catching  the  glaring  blaze,  and  seeming  itself 
on     fire  —  the    caverns     overhung    by    creeping 
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plants,  revelling  in  gorgeous  colours  from  every 
changing  light  that  touched  their  beauties:  — 
then  the  wild  figures  clasping  by  the  rocks,  pant- 
ing with  terror  and  excitement  —  the  sibyl  on  her 
pinnacle — the  gigantic  frame  of  Roupall,  rendered 
still  more  gigantic  to  the  eye  by  the  position 
in  which  he  stood,  breathless,  with  the  written 
parchment  in  his  hand,  yet  unable  to  move  or 
direct  Dalton's  attention  to  it.  The  Skipper, 
still  like  a  monument  of  stone,  but  called  to 
animation  by  astonishment  and  dismay ;  while 
the  light  plavcd  with  the  grace  and  brilliancy 
of  lightning  on  the  bright  mountings  of  his 
pistols.  Still  the  flames  towered  brightly  to  the 
heavens,  while  each  fresh  explosion  separated 
their  condensed  effect,  and  sent  a  |X)rtion  of  them 
higher  in  tlie  clouds,  or  hissing  over  the  va- 
riegated and  sparkling  sea,  which  rolled  to  the 
shore  in  masses  of  glowing  fire. 

"  Read  !  read  !"  at  length  exclaimed  Roupall, 
thrusting  the  parchment  into  the  hand  of  the 
Buccaneer.  "  Read  !  read  r  he  repeated,  for 
Dalton  heeded  him  not. 

"  Read   what  y    said  the  Skipper   in  a   voice 
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wliich  entered  tlie  heart  of  all  who  heard  it  ; 
"  do  I  not  read — do  I  not  read — black,  bitter, 
burning  treachery? — It  is  my  own  Ship — 1  know 
every  spar  that  flits  like  a  meteor  throu»rh  the 
air — My  heart  was  never  crushed  till  now." 

"  Head — I  will  read  it,  if  I  can,"  said  Spring- 
all,  who  had  joined  the  party.  With  some  dif- 
ficulty he  succeeded  in  making  audible  its 
contents. 

"  Dalton,  you  are  safe,  it  may  i)e  that  I 
perish  ;  I  knew  you  would  never  sacrifice  your 
ship  for  your  own  life,  so  I  have  done  it  for 
vou.  Go  with  the  Jewess,  your  daughter,  and 
the  Preacher,  immediately  to  Cecil  Place,  to  the 
small  passage  leading  to  the  purple  chamber, 
and  demand  admittance.  You  are  pardoned — 
and  all  the  rest  may  leave  the  island,  provided 
they  depart  before  the  hour  of  one." 

The  Buccaneer  apparently  heard  it  not :  the 
communication  made  no  visible  impression  upon 
him  ;  he  stood  in  the  same  position  as  be- 
fore.    Even   Springall  spoke  no  word,  although 
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his  feeling  of  attachment  to  Dalton  was  ren- 
dered sufficiently  obvious  by  his  creeping  close 
to  his  side,  and  grasping  his  arm  with  a  ges- 
ture which  said,  "  I  will  not  be  separated  from 
you.*" 

At  this  moment  a  cry  arose  from  the  beach, 
and,  though  the  flames  were  fading,  it  could 
be  seen  that  several  of  the  men  had  rushed  to 
the  water's  edge,  and  assisted  a  creature  to  the 
shore,  who  was  unable  to  struggle  longer  for 
himself;  soon,  however,  he  contrived  to  mount 
the  cliff"  on  which  Dalton  still  remained  a  living 
statue  of  despair,  and  faint,  dripping,  unable 
to  utter  a  single  word,  Robin  stood,  or  rather 
drooped,  by  the  side  of  the  Buccaneer.  He 
came  too  soon  ;  Dalton,  irritated,  maddened  by 
the  loss  of  his  ship,  was  unable  to  appreciate 
the  risk  which  the  Ranger  had  run,  or  the  sa- 
crifice he  had  made.  He  thought  but  of  what 
he  had  lost,  not  of  what  he  had  gained ;  and 
saw  in  Robin  only  the  destroyer  of  his  vessel, 
not  the  obtainer  of  his  long  sought-for  pardon. 
Urged  by  uncontrollable  frenzy,  he  seized  his 
preserver  with   the  grasp  and  determination  of 
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a  desperate  man,  and,  raising  him  from  the 
ledge,  would  have  hurled  him  over  the  cliff, 
had  not  one,  weak  and  gentle,  yet  with  that 
strength  to  which  the  strongest  must  ever  yield, 
interposed  to  thwart  his  horrid  purpose.  It  was 
Barbara,  who  clung  to  her  father's  arm  ;  feeble 
as  she  was,  the  death-throes  of  the  gallant  ves- 
sel had  frighted  her  and  her  companion  from 
their  retirement,  and  she  now  came,  like  the 
angel  of  mercy,  between  her  parent  and  his  ill- 
directed  vengeance.  When  the  Buccaneer  found 
that  his  arm  was  pressed,  his  impulse  was  to 
fling  off  the  hand  that  did  it ;  but  when  he 
saw  who  it  was  that  stayed  him,  and  gazed 
upon  the  bloodless  face  and  imploring  eyes  of 
his  sweet  daughter,  he  stood  a  harmless,  unre- 
sisting man,  subdued  by  a  look,  and  overpow- 
ered by  a  touch. 

Barbara  never  was  a  girl  of  energy,  or  a 
seeker  after  power.  She  considered  obedience 
as  woman's  chief  duty — duty  as  a  child  to  the 
parent — as  a  wife  to  the  husband ;  and,  perhaps, 
such  was  her  timidity,  had  there  been  time  to 
deliberate,  she  would  have  trembled  at  the  bare 


21G  THE    BUCCANEER. 

idea  of  opposing  her  fatlier's  will,  though  she 
would  have  mourned  to  the  end  of  her  days 
the  result  of  his  madness  ;  but  she  acted  from 
the  impulse  of  the  moment.  Nothing  could  be 
more  touching  than  the  sight  of  her  worn  and 
almost  transparent  figure,  hanging  on  her  fa- 
ther's dark  and  muscular  form,  like  a  frail 
snow-wreath  on  some  bleak  mountain. 

Robin,  whose  resentments  were  as  fierce  as 
his  fidelity  was  strong,  felt  in  all  the  bitter- 
ness of  his  nature,  the  indignity  the  Buccaneer 
had  put  upon  him,  and  stood  panting  to  avenge 
the  insult  and  injustice,  yet  withheld  from  either 
word  or  deed  by  the  presence  of  Barbara,  who 
remained  in  the  same  attitude,  clinging  to  iier 
father,  unable,  from  weakness,  either  to  with- 
draw  or  to  stand  without  assistance. 

Springall,  who  did  not  love  her  so  much  as 
to  prevent  his  being  useful,  was  the  first  to 
regain  his  self-possession  ;  he  brought  in  his 
cap  some  water  that  was  trickling  down  the 
rock,  and  threw  it  on  her  pallid  brow — while 
Zillah  chafed  her  hands,  and  endeavoured  to 
separate  her  from  her  father.     At  last  she  spoke, 
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and  though  her  voice  was  feeble  as  the  cry  of 
infancy,  the  Buccaneer  heard  it,  and  withdrew 
his  gaze  from  the  remains  of  his  burning  vessel 
to  look  on  the  living  features  of  his  child. 

"  Father  !  you  frighten  me  by  those  wild 
passions — and  this  wild  place,  let  us  go  from  it, 
and  be  at  peace ;  poor  Robin  is  your  true  friend, 
father.     Be  friends  with  him.'' 

"  You  speak  as  a  woman,  a  young,  weak  wo- 
man, Barbara,"  replied  the  Skipper,  evincing  his 
returning  interest  in  present  objects,  by  passing 
his  arm  round  his  daughter,  so  as  to  support 
her  on  his  bosom.  "  Look  out,  girl,  and  say 
what  you  see." 

"  Father !  huge  masses  of  burning  wood, 
floating  over  the  ocean,  and  borne  to  other  shores 
by  the  rising  breeze  !" 

"  And  know  you  what  that  burning  wood  was 
scarce  a  minute  since  ?" 

"  Father— no." 

"  Those  blazing  masses  were  once  the  Fire- 
fly— my  own  ship — my  own  ship  !" 

"  And  Robin—.?" 

"  Has  been  the  means  of  its  destruction." 

VOL.    III.  L 
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"  Has  he  !"  Barbara  paused  after  she  had  so 
exclaimed,  and  then,  clasping  her  hands,  raised 
them  upwards  as  she  continued,  "  A  blessing,  a 
thousand  blessings  on  him  !  for  what  he  does  is 
ever  good,  and  full  of  wisdom.  Ah  !  now  I  see 
it  all :  he  destroyed  the  bad  vessel  that  you,  dear 
father,  might  no  more  to  sea  ;  but  stay  on  shore 
with  us  —  with  me,  I  would  have  said — "  she 
added,  hiding,  as  she  spoke,  her  face  on  her 
father's  shoulder. 

Five  or  six  of  the  crew  had  clambered  up  the 
cliff,  and  clustered  round  their  Skipper.  Roupall, 
Springall  and  the  Jewess  were  close  to  Barbara, 
and  Robin  stood  exactly  on  the  spot  where  Dal- 
ton''s  rage  had  left  him — one  foot  on  the  edge  of 
the  crumbling  cliff,  his  long  arms  enwreathing 
his  chest. 

The  red  glare  had  faded  from  the  waters ;  the 
sea-birds  were  settling  in  their  nests ;  but  the 
government-ships  were  alive  with  lights,  and 
suddenly  bursting  through  the  night,  came  the 
shrill  blast  of  a  trumpet  from  Cecil  Place!  It 
called  Robin  Hays  into  activity,  and  while  the 
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men  were  looking  on  each  other,  he  advanced 
and  spoke. 

*'  Hugh  Dalton,  the  sliip  was  yours,  and  yours 
alone,  and  to  you  the  parchment  which  Springall 
holds  accounts  for  its  destruction  ;  that  destruc- 
tion, Captain,  ought  to  prove  one  thing,  and 
one  thing  only — that  I  loved  you  better  than 
the  Fire-fly.  Both  could  not  have  been  pre- 
served. You  have  treated  nie  as  a  dog,  to  whom 
you  would  have  given  a  dog's  death  ;  and  I  shall 
not  forget  it." 

"  Robin  !"  exclaimed  a  small  soft  voice. 

"  I  cannot  forget  it,'"*  repeated  the  Ranger ; 
and  then  the  voice  again  said,  "  Robin  !"  in  a 
tone  of  such  sweetness,  that  all  present  were 
moved.  After  another  pause,  hardy  Jack  Roup- 
all  put  in  his  word. 

"  The  Skipper  was  hurt,  and  no  marvel,  to 
see  her  burning.  You  mustn't  be  spiteful, 
Robin  Hays, —  only  what  hindered  to  get  her 
out  ?"" 

*'  She  Avas  known,  marked,  and  watched,  as  I 
am  well  assured  of,"  he  replied.  "  Had  you 
attempted  to  weigh  anchor,  every  man  on  board 
L  2 
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would  have  been  blown  to  atoms.  Not  a  life 
would  have  been  spared.  The  men  who  had 
charge  of  her  are  safe.  I  sent  them  to  the  Essex 
side — though  they  little  thought  why." 

Another  trumpet-blast  mounted  with  the 
breeze,  and  Robin  exclaimed, 

"  Away  !  away,  lads  !  It  is  not  yet  midnight, 
and  no  hindrance  will  be  offered  to  any  who  quit 
the  island  before  the  hour  of  one.  Away,  away  ! 
Ye  are  foxes,  and  have  earths  in  plenty.  Away, 
for  your  lives  away  !" 

"  Away  !""  replied  Roupall.  "  Whither,  good 
Ranger  ?  Heard  ye  not  the  trumpet,  and  know  ye 
not  that  every  outlet  will  be  guarded,  every  man 
on  the  watch  after  such  a  sound  .'" 

"  Had  your  safety  not  been  cared  for,  there 
need  have  been  no  trumpet-blast.  I  pledge 
my  faith  —  my  life  —  for  your  security,"  ex- 
claimed Robin,  energetically.  '*  Only  away,  and 
quickly  !" 

One  or  two  of  the  men  sullenly  and  quietly 
dropped  down  the  cliff';  but  there  were  others 
who  would  not  thus  part  from  their  Captain, — 
sailors,    who    had   braved    danger,    disease,    and 
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death  in  his  company ;  these  would  not  leave 
him  now,  but,  as  if  in  expectation  of  an 
attack,  they  looked  to  their  pistols  and  jerked 
their  daggers  Sharply  in  their  sheaths.  Dalton 
still  remained  uncertain  perhaps,  or  careless  as 
to  his  future  course,  with  Barbara  still  hang- 
ing on  his  arm,  while  the  Jewess  clung  closely 
to  her  side. 

"  Springall  !"  said  Robin,  "  you  have  in- 
fluence with  him.  Use  it  for  his  good :  liis 
pardon  is  secured  if  he  complies  with  the  terms 
I  have  mentioned," 

"  Great  tidings  !  glad  tidings !"  exclaimed  a 
hoarse  voice  a  little  above  them.  "  The  Philis- 
tines will  be  overthrown,  and  the  men  of  Judah 
triumph  !  I  have  heard  in  my  solitude,  yea  in 
my  extremity,  tidings  of  exceeding  gladness ; 
and,  albeit  not  of  quick  hearing,  the  tramp 
of  Joshua  and  his  army  hath  come  upon  mine 
ear.  Oh  !  ye  Canaanites,  ye  dwellers  in  the  ac- 
cursed land  !" 

"  Fetch  him  down  !"  shouted  Roupall. 

"  For  your  lives  touch  him  not,  but  to  your 
earths  !"  exclaimed    Robin   impetuously.     "  The 
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Gull's  Nest  will  be  no  place  of  safety  now."" 
Then  springing  on  Dalton,  he  snatched  the 
pistols  from  his  belt  and  flung  them  into  the 
sea. 

He  had  hardly  done  so,  when  spears  and 
helmets  glittered  in  the  faint  starlight  on  the 
higher  cliff.  It  was  no  time  for  deliberation. 
Roupall  and  the  others  slunk  silently  and  sor- 
rowingly  away,  and  the  little  group — -Dalton, 
Barbara,  the  Jewess,  Fleetword,  and  Robin,  stood 
nearly  together  on  the  ledge. 

Colonel  Jones  had  accompanied  the  soldiers  by 
direct  orders  from  the  Protector,  who,  from  the 
firing  of  tlie  ship,  imagined  for  a  time  that  Dalton 
and  Robin  had  acted  with  treachery — treachery 
which  with  his  usual  promptness  he  adopted  the 
immediate  means  to  counteract. 

Robin  advanced  to  meet  the  troop,  and  ad- 
dressing Colonel  Jones  respectfully,  said, 

"  You  will  have  the  goodness  to  observe. 
Sir,  that  Hugh  Dalton  is  not  only  unarmed, 
but  has  assembled  round  him  those  whose  pre- 
sence were  commanded  at  Cecil  Place  before  the 
hour  of  one." 
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Colonel  Jones  vouchsafed  no  reply  to  Robin's 
observation;  but  it  was  not  the  less  heeded  <jn 
that  account.     He  inquired  in  a  stern  voice, 

"  By  what  means  have  ye  wrought  the  de- 
struction of  yonder  vessel  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  hereafter,"  was  the  only  reply 
he  could  elicit  from  Robin  Hays.  It  was  re- 
peated more  than  once ;  "  I  will  tell  hereafter." 

By  this  time  the  little  party  were  surrounded. 
The  Buccaneer  attempted  no  resistance.  His 
strength — his  s})irit  seemed  gone;  his  child  lay 
fainting,  weak  and  exhausted,  at  his  feet.  Co- 
lonel Jones  felt,  though  lie  did  not  then  express 
it,  much  joy  at  seeing  alive  the  girl  he  be- 
lieved dead.  Dalton  attempted  to  raise  and 
carry  her  with  him  ;  but  in  vain.  He  staggered 
under  the  light  load  as  a  drunken  man.  One 
of  the  troopers  offered  horses  to  the  females. 
Dalton  would  not  commit  her  to  other  guidance 
than  his  own,  and  mounting,  placed  her  before 
him. 

Robin  would  have  turned  to  the  room  that 
contained  his  mother's  corpse,  but  Colonel  Jones 
forbade  it. 
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"  My  mother,  Sir,  lies  dead  within  that  hut,'' 
expostulated  the  Ranger. 

"  That  may  be,"  replied  the  soldier ;  "  but  I 
say,  in  the  words  of  Scripture,  '  Let  the  dead 
bury  their  dead.' " 

The  party  then  proceeded  towards  CcH^il  Place, 
Zillah  entrenching  herself  under  the  protection  of 
the  Preacher  Fleetword, 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Weep  no  more,  nor  sigh  nor  groan, 
Sorrow  calls  no  time  that 's  gone. 
Violets  i)luck'il,  the  sweetest  rain 
ftlakes  not  fresh  nor  grow  again. 
Trim  thy  locks,  look  cheerfully  ; 
Fate's  hidden  ends  eyes  cannot  see. 
Joys,  as  winged  dreams,  fly  fast  : 
Why  should  sadness  longer  last  ? 
Grief  is  but  a  wound  to  wo, 
Gentlest  fair  !  Mourn,  mourn  no  mo. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

It  was  with  feelings  of  considerable  anxiety 
that  the  Protector  waited  the  return  of  Colonel 
Jones  from  the  second  task  assigned  him  in  the 
Isle  of  Shepey. 

The  routing  out  of  a  band  of  lawless  smug- 
glers, although  commanded  by  so  daring  a  skip- 
L  5 
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per  as  Hugh  Dalton,  was  to  him  a  matter  of 
little  consideration,  compared  to  the  restoration 
of  Zillah  Ben  Israel,  and  the  positive  saving  of 
Constantia  Cecil  from  worse  than  death  :  these 
two  motives  weighed  deeply  upon  Cromweirs 
mind,  and  he  would  have  made  any  sacrifice  to 
have  been  assured  that  his  purpose,  with  regard 
to  both,  might  be  effected  before  the  morning's 
dawn.  When  the  explosion  of  the  Fire-fly 
disturbed  his  solitude  in  the  purj)le  chamber  at 
Cecil  Place,  he  directed  immediate  inquiry  to  be 
instituted  as  to  its  origin,  and  quickly  ascertain- 
ed that  it  was  caused  by  the  destruction  of  some 
ship  at  sea ;  his  suspicions  were  at  once  direct- 
ed to  the  vessel  of  the  Buccaneer. 

There  was  no  time  to  lose ;  Colonel  Jones, 
whose  courage  and  coolness  were  proverbial 
amongst  soldiers  more  celebrated  for  these 
qualities  than  even  British  soldiers  have  ever 
been  before  or  since,  was  instantly  dispatclied 
to  the  Gull's  Nest.  At  first  the  command  of  the 
Protector  was  to  "  mount  silently,''  but  his 
pledge  to  Robin  Hays  was  remembered,  and,  at 
the  very  moment  when  the  glare  of  the  burning 
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shi})  was  illumining  the  island,  he  could  not  brin«^ 
himself  to  determine  that  the  little  deformed 
being,  with  whom  lie  had  held  conmiune,  liad 
betrayed  the  confidence  reposed  in  him. 

"  Let  him  know  who  are  coming,  and  prepare 
for  it,"  thought  Cromwell,  whose  caution  was 
rarely  subservient  to  his  enthusiasm,  powerful 
as  was  at  all  times  this  latter  quality  ;  and  then 
he  gave,  in  a  low,  but  earnest  and  energetic  tone, 
the  order,  "  Sound  a  brief  '  to  horse  !'  trust  in 
the  Lord,  and  see  that  your  swords  be  loose  in 
their  scabbards." 

The  troop,  on  its  return,  was  met  by  Cromwell 
himself  at  the  gate  to  which  we  have  so  fre- 
quently alluded.  His  anxiety  had  not  been 
often  greater  than  on  that  occasion,  and  it  was 
manifested  by  an  impatience  of  manner  that  al- 
most terrified  the  attendants  who  Avaited  in  his 
presence.  He  was  accompanied  by  only  two 
officers,  and  his  first  question  was  if  "  Colonel 
Jones  had  secured  Daltoji  and  the  Jewess  ?'"'  A 
reply  in  the  affirmative  evidently  afforded  him 
great  relief  and  satisfaction  ;  but  the  feeling  was 
quickly  succeeded  by  one  of  extreme   anger  when 
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informed  of  the  total  destruction  of  the  Fire-fly, 
which  he  had  desired  to  j)reserve  for  liis  own 
especial  vengeance.  Vet,  until  the  prisoners  had 
been  conducted  into  Cicil  Place  l)v  the  private 
entrance,  as  he  had  previously  arranged,  his  dis- 
pleasure onlv  found  vent  in  (xcasional  exclama- 
tions. The  house  was  alive  with  alarm  and  curi- 
osity, but  its  inmates  received  little  information 
to  quiet  or  to  satisfy  their  eager  thirst  for  intel- 
ligence. As  the  soldiers  passed  the  gates,  lights 
floated  through  the  dwelling,  and  the  windows 
were  crowded  with  in(jui>»itive  cduntenances; 
great,  therefore,  was  the  tlisapjxiintnient  when 
thev  observed  the  partv  separate,  and  (me  jx)rtion 
of  it  take  a  jirivate  j)ath,  leading  to  the  Protector's 
apartments,  while  the  other  proceeded  round 
an  angle  of  the  building  to  the  stables.  Many 
of  the  domestics  nut  them  at  the  stable  gates, 
but  coidd  learn  nothing  from  tliose  trustv  sol- 
diers, who  perfectly  inulerstood,  and  invariably 
acted  upon,  their  master's  favourite  motto,  '*  safe- 
ty in  silence;" — still  they  could  not  rest,  no  one 
went  to  bed,  for  all  were  in  expectation  of — they 
knew  not  wliat. 
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The  ilotk  struck  oiu- ;  ;il)»)ut  Hvi-  minutes  af- 
terwards C'roiMWiU  luiil  ilosL'd  tlu-  door  of  his 
chaiiihrr  ;  tlu-  li;iH-lio»ir  eliiineti.  Constanee  was 
looking  on  her  fathtr,  slivpin^  cahnly  in  his 
chair,  in  a  closet  that  opened  into  his  favourite 
library.  He  had  not  been  in  hed  for  several 
nights,  and,  since  his  afflicting  insanity,  loidd 
seldom  he  prevaiKd  oti  to  enter  his  own  nwini. 
After  pausing  a  few  niiiuiti's,  wliilc  her  lips 
appeared  to  niovi-  with  the  pr;i\ir  lur  heart  so 
fervently  formed,  she  iiutlid  tlie  holt,  (juii'tly 
opened  the  door,  tluii  partially  closed  it,  and 
left  her  wretched  parent  alone  with  his  ]>hysieian. 

She  could  hear  \sithin  the  library,  in  which 
she  now  stood,  the  heavy  breathings  of  the 
afflicted  man.  .\  large  lanij)  was  burning  on  the 
massive  oak-table  :  it  shed  a  cheerful  light,  but 
it  was  a  light  too  cheerful  for  her  troubUd  and 
feverish  spirit — she  sank  upon  a  huge  carved 
chair,  and  passed  her  small  hand  twice  or  thrice 
over  her  brow,  where  heavy  drops  had  gathered  ; 
then  drew  towards  her  the  large  Bible  that  had 
been  her  mother's.  On  the  first  page,  in  the 
hand-writing   of  that   beloved    mother,    was    re- 
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gistered  the  day  of  her  marriage,  and  underneath 
the  births  of  her  several  children,  with  a  short 
and  thanksgiving  prayer  affixed  to  each  ;  a  little 
lower  down  came  a  mournful  register,  the  dates 
and  manner  of  her  son's  deaths  ;  but  the  Christian 
spirit  that  had  taught  her  words  and  prayers  of 
gratitude,  had  been  with  her  in  the  time  of 
trouble;  tlie  passages  were  penned  in  true  hu- 
mility and  humble-mindedness,  though  the  blis- 
terings  of  many  tears  remained  upon  the  paper. 

Constantia  turned  over  the  leaves  more  care- 
lessly than  was  her  custom  ;  but  her  eye  dwelt 
upon  one  of  the  beautiful  promises,  given  with 
so  much  natural  poetry  by  the  great  Psalmist, 
— "  I  have  been  young,  and  now  am  old,  yet  saw 
I  never  tlic  righteous  forsaken,  nor  his  seed 
begging  their  bread.""  "  Alas  !"  she  thought,  "  I 
can  derive  only  half  consolation  from  such  as  this. 
One  of  my  parents  was  indeed  righteous  ;  but, 
alas  !  what  has  the  other  been  r"  She  bowed  her 
head  upon  the  book,  and  did  not  again  raise  it, 
until  a  soft  hand  touched  her  shoulder,  and  a 
light  voice  whispered  "  Constance  !" 

It  was  Lady  Frances  Cromwell. 

"  My  dear  Constantia  !  here 's  a  situation  .'     I 
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never  knew  any  thin<r  so  provoking,  so  tantaliz- 
ing !  My  father,  they  say,  has  taken  as  many 
as  twenty  prisoners,  of  one  sort  or  another;  and 
has  caged  them  up  in  that  purple-room  with 
himself,  examining  into  and  searching  out  every 
secret — secrets  I  want  so  much  to  know.  He  has 
got  the  Buccaneer,  they  say." 

"  Who  says  so  .''"  inquired  Constance  eagerly. 
"  Why,  everybody.  Maud  says  .so.  And  I 
have  been  to  the  door  at  least  ten  times;  but 
even  the  key-hole,  I  verily  believe,  is  ])lugged. 
I  am  sure  it  is,  for  I  tried  hard  to  see  through 
it." 

"  The  crisis  of  my  fate  is  indeed  come," 
murmured  Constantia.  Then,  after  a  pause,  she 
was  about  to  address  her  friend  :  "  My  dear 
Lady  Frances — " 

"  Don''t  Lady  Frances  me,"  interrupted  the 
young  maiden,  pettishly.  "  I  hate  to  be  Lady- 
Frances.  I  should  know  more  about  every  thing 
if  I  were  a  chamberlain's  daughter.'' 

"  Your  father  can  discover  nought  to  your 
prejudice.  I  confess  I  both  dread  and  hope  to 
hear  news  of  the  Gull's  Nest.  There  is  nothing 
which  can  affect  you  there." 
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"  How  can  I  tell  ?  Poor  Rich  chooses  queer 
postmen  sometimes !  And  that  Manasseh  Ben 
Israel  !  he  is  as  anxious  as  myself  to  know 
what  is  going  on.  Two  rooms  locked  up  !  Con- 
stance, I  wonder  you  have  not  more  spirit  than 
to  submit  to  such  proceedings.     I  would  not."" 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it  ;  because  it  shows  that 
your  confidence  in  your  father  is  overbalanced  by 
your  curiosity." 

"  Pshaw  !""  exclaimed  tlie  Lady,  turning  from 
her  friend,  just  in  time  to  see  the  doors  at  the 
bottom  of  the  room  tlirown  open  with  much 
ceremony  :  —  the  Protector,  attended  by  his  pages, 
followed  by  Dalton,  Fleetword,  and  Robin, 
entered. 

Constance  rose  respectfully  from  her  seat, 
glanced  upon  the  i'onn  of  the  fearful  Buccaneer 
who  now  stood  before  her,  and  laying  her  hand  on 
the  arm  of  her  friend,  would  have  withdrawn, 
had  not  Cromwell  commanded  her  to  stay. 

"  ^Mistress  Cecil,  you  will  remain  ; — both  re- 
main,"" he  said,  while  an  expression  of  exceeding 
kindness  lent  to  his  harsh  countenance  the  effect 
that  sunlight  gives  to  a  rugged  landscape,  soften- 
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ing  without  destroyiiifi;  a  sinf^k'  point  of  its  j)ccii- 
liar  and  stern  character.  "  I  have  no  dread  of 
objection  on  the  part  of  the  Lady  Frances,  and 
I  must  request  your  presence."  He  took  a  large 
chair  at  the  head  of  the  table,  and  seating  him- 
self, delivered  a  slip  of  writing  to  his  page  wlio 
immediately  quitted  the  room. 

"  Our  young  friend  will  pardon  this  intrusion 
upon  her  privacy,  and  moreover  allow  us  to 
continue  an  investigation  tliat  has  already  been 
attended  with  much  ])ain,  but  we  should  hope 
with  some  .satisfaction  also." 

As  he  spoke,  the  door  again  opened,  and  Ma- 
nasseh  Ben  Israel,  pale  and  trembling  with  agi- 
tation, walked,  or  rather,  so  submissive  was  his 
attitude,  crept  forward,  saluting  the  Protector 
and  the  ladies  as  he  advanced. 

"  Will  your  Highness  permit  .'*"  inquired  Con- 
stantia,  rising  from  her  own  seat,  and  pushing 
it  towards  the  Rabbi. 

"  Most  certainly,"  was  Cromwell's  prompt  re- 
ply ;  "  our  friend  is  aged,  but  he  is  welcome  ;  and 
we  have  news  that  will  gladden  his  heart."  In 
an  instant  all  trace  of  the  servility  which  custom 
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had  imposed  upon  the  manners  of  the  children 
of  Israel  vanished.  The  Rabbi  stood  upright, 
and  clasping  his  hands  together,  exclaimed, 
"  My  child  !  my  child  !" 

"The  lost  sheep  is  found — blessed  be  the 
Lord  ! — safe — here,  within  this  house — and  I  lay 
my  commands  upon  her  father  that  she  be  re- 
ceived as  a  stray  lamb  from  the  fold,  and  warmed 
within  his  bosom.  We  have  all  children,  good 
Rabbi ;  and  the  Lord  judge  between  us  and  them, 
they  are  stifFnecked  and  stubborn  !  All,  more  or 
less,  all,— except  one  or  two  who  shine  forth  as 
bright  examples;  —  such  is  my  own  Elizabeth, 
and  s\ich  also  is  Mistress  Constantia  here." 

*'  She  is  found!"  repeated  the  Jew  ;   ''  but  they 

talked  of  crime— of  her   having 1     cannot 

speak  it,  please  your  Highness,  but  you  know 
what  I  would  say.  Peradventure  gold  might 
be  made  to  atone." 

"  Peace,  good  friend !"'  interrupted  Oliver 
sternly  ;  "  justice  must  have  its  due  ;  and,  by 
God's  blessing,  while  we  are  Protector,  all  the 
gold  your  tribe  is  worth  shall  not  turn  the 
scale  !     We  would  be  merciful  for  mercy's  sake  ; 
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but  for  justic-L'  —  Yet  pardon  me,"  he  aclded  in 
compassion  to  tlie  Rabbi's  horror,  "  I  would  not 
trifle  with  a  father's  feelings — she  is  guiltless  of 
murder." 

He  struck  the  table  with  the  butt-end  of  liis 
pistol — a  private  door  of  the  library  opened  as 
of  itself — not  one,  but  two  females  stood  beneath 
its  shadow,  each  sujjporting  each,  as  if  the  one 
weak  creature  thought  she  could  lend  a  portion 
of  much  needed  strengtli  to  the  other.  Latly 
Frances  and  Constantia  sprang  from  their  seats 
— all  distinction  of  rank  was  forgotten,  and 
Mistress  Cecil  wept  over  her  affectionate  bower- 
maiden,  as  an  elder  over  a  younger  sister,  or 
even  as  a  mother  over  a  beloved  child.  She 
asked  no  questions,  but  kissed  her  brow  and 
wept  ;  while  Barbara  stood  curtseying,  and 
smiling,  and  crying,  and  glancing  with  evident 
satisfaction,  amid  her  tears,  towards  her  father 
and  Robin,  as  if  she  would  have  said,  "  See 
how  my  Lady,  my  grand  Lady  loves  me !"" 

It  did  not  escape  the  observation  of  Lady  Fran- 
ces that  Barbara  wore  the  chain  she  had  given 
her,  and  she  most  heartily  wished  her  father  at 
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Whitehall,  or  elsewhere,  that  she  might  have  an 
opportunity  of  asking  all  the  questions  at  once 
suggested  by  her  busy  brain. 

It    is    impossible  to   convey  an   adequate   idea 
of  the  meeting  between  the  Jew  and  his  daughter. 
It  was  with  feelings  of  terror,  more  than  of  affec- 
tion, that  Zillah  prepared  to  encounter  a  justly 
offended  parent.       She    had    heard    and   believed 
that  crime  such  as  hers — marrying  or  intriguing 
with  Christians  —  was   punished   by    a  lingering 
and   cruel  death  ;   and   scarcely  could  the  word  of 
Cromwell,      pledged    twice    for    her    safety,    con- 
vince her  that  such  would  not  be  her  fate.     She 
instantly  prostrated  herself  at  the  Rabbi's  feet  ; 
and  it  would   .seem  that,  assured  of  his   daugh- 
ter's life  —  assured   of  her   safety    under    laws — 
British  laws — his  eastern  notions  with  regard  to 
the  submission  due  from  woman   to  her  master, 
man,  returned  to  liim   in  full   force ;    for  he  suf- 
fered her  to  remain,  her  forehead  resting  on  the 
ground,    and    her   hands   clasped    around    it,    al- 
though he  was  so  deeply  agitated  that  he  clung 
to  a  pedestal  for  support. 

The   Protector   arose  from  his  seat,  and,  ad- 
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vaiK-iii<ij,  kindly  and  tenderly  raiseel  the  poor 
victim  of  confidinir,  j)iit  too  violent  j)as>ioM,  and 
placed  her  leaning  on  iier  lather's  shoulder. 

"  Manasseh  !"  he  said,  "  at  times  our  speech 
is  obscure,  and  men  see  through  it  darkly.  W'c 
hope  it  will  not  be  so  now.  Your  daughter  i> 
no  harlot,  but  a  wedded  woman,  who  will  soon 
become  a  motlier,  and,  in  virtue  of  her  husband 
aiul  her  child,  is  a  subject  of  our  own.  We 
regret  the  violence  of  which  she  has  been  guilty, 
but  Satan  is  ever  busy  in  his  work  of  tempta- 
tion. If  you  cast  her  from  yt)u,  Me  take  her 
to  ourselves ;  as  our  blessed  Lord  would  have 
received  the  |)rodigal — the  sinful,  but  repentant 
son — even  so  will  we  receive  her.  Poor  pro- 
digal," he  added,  after  waiting  for  a  reply  from 
the  Rabbi,  which  came  not,  for  the  feelings  of 
tlie  tribe  were  struggling  with  those  of  the  fa- 
ther— "  Poor  prodigal  !  we  will  not  desert  thee 
in  thy  hour  of  trial — but  seek  to  preserve  thee 
from  worse  crimes,  than  even  those  of  which 
thou  hast  been  guilty." 

Although  Cromwell  had  placed  Zillah  resting 
on  the  shoulder  of  her  father,  he  made   no  effort 
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to  support  or  keep  her  there,  and  the  Protector 
was  in  the  act  of  hading  Jicr  towards  his 
daughter,  wlien  Ben  Israel  raised  a  ^eat  cry, 
for  the  father  had  triumphed  over  the  Jew,  and 
snatcliing  her  to  his  hosom,  he  burst  into  a  fer- 
vent but  ahnost  inaudible  prayer  of  thanksgiving 
and  gratitude,  that  entered  the  liearts  of  those 
who  heard  it,  and  witnessed  the  terrible  strength 
of  his  emotions.  The  Lady  Constance  was  suf- 
fering from  various  causes  ;  the  nature  of  which, 
from  past  events,  may  be  more  easily  imagined 
than  described.  Nor  were  those  sufferings  either 
terminated  or  relieved,  when,  on  Cromwell's 
striking  the  table  again  in  the  same  manner  as 
before,  Sir  \\'illmott  Burrell  stood  in  the  apart- 
ment. 

^  His  entrance  caused  a  sensation  of  astonish- 
ment and  confusion  througli  the  whole  group. 
Constantia  Cecil  unconscit)usly  moved  her  seat 
nearer  to  that  of  the  Protector.  An  expres- 
sion of  satisfaction  crossed  the  anxious  and  fe- 
verish brow  of  Kobin  Havs.  Dalton  folded  his 
arms  across  his  bosom,  and  ailvancetl  his  right 
foot,    as    if    strengthening    his    position.       The 
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Preacher    Fleetword,  who     had     hitherto   leaned 
against    a    hi<;h-baeketl    chair,    his    eyes    jrlarinp 
from   their   sockets  on    tlie  countenance  of  "  the 
Iword's    anointed,"    and    (hinkin<;    in,    with   open 
ear    and    mouth,    every    word    he    uttered — now 
shrank   into    the    farthest    yK)rtion   of   the    room, 
skilfully    keeping    a    chair    in    the    direction    of 
Burrell,  as  a  sort  of  fortification  against  violence 
or  evil,  while  he  muttered  sentences  of  no  gentle 
or    complimentary    nature,    whirli,    but     for    the 
august  presence  in   which   he  stooii,  would  have 
burst   forth   in   anathemas  against   the   "  wolf  in 
sheep's  clothing,"'"  bv  which   title  he  never  failed 
in    after   years    to   designate    the    Kniglit.      Tiie 
Jew   trembled,   and    yiai-tly   rose    from    his   seat ; 
while   Zillah,   whose   love  had   turned   to  hate — 
whose  affection  had  become  as  wormwood — stood 
erect  as  he  advanced,  with  a  pale,  but  firm  look. 
Prepared    to   assert    her    rights    to   the   last,   she 
was   the    very    model    of   a    determined  woman, 
who,  having  been  greatly  wronged,  resolves  to 
be  greatly  avenged.     If  her  lip  quivered,  it  was 
evidently   from    eagerness,   not   from    indecision ; 
and  her  eye  had    the   lightning  of  hell,   not  of 
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heaven,  in  its  glance.  Barbara  crouched  at  the 
feet  of  her  mistress ;  and  Lady  Frances,  to  whom 
something  new  was  synonymous  with  something 
delightful,  was  tip-toe  with  ex|)ectation.  She 
believed,  from  what  her  father  had  hinted,  that 
Constantia  was  free,  and  might  wed  whom  she 
pleased  :  this  im])arted  an  hilarity  to  her  coun- 
tenance and  manner,  totally  diHerent  from  the 
aspect  of  all  others  within  that  nH)m.  Burrell 
himself  looked  like  a  bull  turiieil  into  the  arena, 
from  whence  there  is  no  escape.  His  deep-set 
eyes  were  grown  red  and  dry  :  but  they  rested, 
for  a  moment,  while  he  saluted  Constance  and 
the  Lady  Frances ;  their  next  movement  showed 
him  Zillah  and  her  father,  and  he  shrank  within 
himself,  and  (juailcd  l)eneath  the  defying  gaze 
of  the  woman  lie  hail  so  deej)ly  injured.  For 
an  instant,  and  but  for  an  instant,  eye  met 
eye,  and  glance  encountered  glance :  the  Master 
of  Burrell  was  overthrown,  and  looked  round 
for  some  relief;  but  like  other  sinners,  when 
the  hour  of  retribution  comes,  he  found  none ; 
for  those  he  next  saw  were  Dalton,  Fleetword, 
and  Kobin  Hays. 
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"  \Vv  liavf  mort-  than  circimistaiitial  cvitK-m-i" 
to  show  now.  Sir  W""!!!)!!*)!!  Hurri'll,"  exclaimed 
tli(^  Protector,  after  siirve\  iiiLj  liim  with  a  look 
of  terrible  coiiteinpt  :  "  what  sav  voii  to  this 
lady  .'      Is  she,  too.  a  c(nmterfeit  r" 

Hiirrell  remained  silent  ;  and  while  Cromwell 
]>aiised,  as  if  ex])ectint;  an  answer,  the  Preacher 
lould  no  Ioniser  hold  silence,  but  vociferated  from 
behind  his  intrenchment  : — 

"  I  nder  favour  ol'  the  (ireatness  before  whom 
1  speak  —  under  the  shadow  of  hi.>  win«r — I  pro- 
claim thee  to  be  a  >inner — i-ven  as  those  who 
stoneil  the  holy  Stephen,  when  he  was  about   the 

r.ord's  bidding — even  as  those " 

"  Peace  !"  exclaimed  Cromwell,  in  a  voice 
that  sounded  like  thunder  in  the  Preacher''s  ear. 
"  Sir  Willmott  Burrell,  there  are  now  sulHcient 
proofs  —  what  have  you  to  sav  whv  this  ladv  be 
not  declared  your  lawful  and  wedded  wife  ? 

"  I  desire  it  not  !  I  desire  it  not !"  murmured 
the  Rabbi :  "  my  wealth  he  shall  not  have,  nor 
my  child.''" 

"  But  I  desire  it  —  1  demand  it !"  interrupted 
Zillah;    "not   for   my   own   sake,  most   gracious 
VOL.    III.  M 
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judge/'  and  she  bent  her  knee  to  the  Protector; 
"  for  never  will  I  commune  with  my  destroyer 
after  this  hour  —  but  for  the  sake  of  an  unborn 
babe,  who  shall  not  Ijlush  for  its  parent,  when 
this  poor  head  and  this  breaking  heart  have  found 
the  quiet  of  the  grave  !"" 

"  May  it  please  your  Highness,"  replied  Bur- 
rell,  "  the  marriage  in  a  foreign  land  is  nought, 
particularly  when  stJemnized  between  a  Chris- 
tian and  a  Jew,  unless  ratified  here  ;  and  I  will 
submit  to  that  ratification,  if  the  Lady  Con- 
stantia  Cecil,  whom  I  was  about  to  wed,  and 
whom  the  person  your  Highness  designs  for  my 
wife  sought  to  assassinate,  will  agree  to  it, — 
taking  on  herself  the  penalty  to  which  her  breach 
of  contract  must  of  necessity  leadT 

All  eyes  were  now  turned  to  Constantia,  who 
sat  labouring  for  breath,  and  struggling  with 
an  ajjony  to  which  it  almost  seemed  her  life 
would  yield, 

*'  We  have  ourselves  provided  for  the  Lady 
Constantia  a  fitting  mate,  good  Master  of  Bur- 
rell,"  replied  the  Protector ;  "  think  ve  that  the 
fairest   of  our    land    are    to   he   thrown    to   the 
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doffs  ?''  Again  he  struck  his  pistol  upon  the 
oak  table,  and  after  a  breathless  silence,  during 
which  Burrell  never  removed  his  eyes  from  Con- 
stantia — (Lady  Frances  afterwards  said  she  noted 
they  had  all  the  evil  expression  of  those  of  tlie 
hooded  snake,  when  ])reparing  to  dart  ujion  its 
prey) — the  villain  contrived  to  move  more  closely 
towards  his  victim,  whose  misery  was  but  faintly 
painted  on  her  blanched  cheek. 

"  A  little  time,"  she  nuirnuired  ;   "  a  little  time 
to  deliberate.''"' 

"  Not  a  moment — not  a  moment,"  he  replied  ; 
"  and  remember " 

The  words  had  hardly  passed  from  betAveen 
his  closed  lips,  when  Walter  de  Guerre  was 
ushered  in,  and  BurrelPs  brow  flushed  one  deep 
hue  of  crimson.  A  murnnu'  of  congratulation 
escaped  from  several  of  the  })arty  ;  the  Protector 
turned  towards  Constantia  with  the  look  and 
manner  of  one  who  has  planned  what  he  be- 
lieves will  be  a  joyful  surprise — to  be  gratefully 
received  and  appreciated  as  such  ;  instead  of  be- 
holding her  face  beaming  with  love  and  hope,  he 
saw  that  every  fibre  of  her  frame  became  rigid  ; 
M  2 
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and  she  endeavoured  to  bury  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

"  Mistress  Cecil  seems  to  approve  our  choice 
no  better  than  her  fatlier's,'"  he  said,  after  a 
pause  of  intense  anxiety  to  all  present  :  "  We 
would  have  taught  this  youth  what  is  due  to 
ourself  and  our  Commonwealth,  by  the  gentlest 
means  within  our  power.  Methinks,  women  are 
all  aUke." 

"  Father  !  she  is  dying  r  exclaimed  the 
easily-alarmed  Lady  Frances.  "  Stay !  I  will 
withdraw  her  lace." 

"  One  moment,  and  I  shall  be  well,'"'  said  Con- 
stantia  :  and  then  she  added, 

"  Sir  A\'illmott  Burrell,  you  pant  for  vengeance, 
and  now  you  may  have  it.  Believing  that  lady, 
in  the  sight  of  God,  to  be  your  wife,  I  cannot 
wrong  her  ;  though  I  woukl  have  sacrificed  my- 
self to — to — ■"  She  was  prevented  from  finishing 
her  sentence  by  the  Protector's  exclaiming  with 
the  energy  and  warmth  of  his  natural  character, 

"  We  knew  it ;  and  now  let  me  present  your 
bridegroom.  Frances,  it  was  excess  of  joy  that 
caused  this  agitation." 
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Constantia  iiiterriiptccl  him. 

"  Not  so,  your  Hi^hiK'ss.  Alas!  God  knouN, 
not  so.  But  whik'  I  sav  that  the  tvil  coiitrait 
shall  never  be  fulfilled — though  I  will  never  he- 
eonie  tlie  wife  of  Sir  ^V^illnl()tt  Burrell,  I  aUo  say 
that  the  wife  of  ^Valter  de  Ciuerre  I  can  never  be. 
Nay  more,  and  I  speak  patiently,  calmly — rather 
woidd  I  lay  my  breaking  heart,  ere  it  is  all  broken, 
beneath  the  waves  that  lash  our  shore,  than  let 
one  solitary  word  escape  me,  which  might  lead  vou 
to  imagine,  that  even  the  conmiands  of  your 
Highness  could  mould  mv  dreadful  destiny  to 
any  other  shape." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  expression  of  the 
Protector's  countenance ;  it  was  that  of  severe 
displeasure  ;  for  he  could  ill  brot)k,  at  any  period, 
to  have  his  wishes  opposed  and  his  designs  thwart- 
ed. While  Constance  was  rising  from  her  seat. 
Sir  Willmott  Burrell  grasped  her  arm  with  fiend- 
ish violence,  and  extending  his  other  hand  to- 
wards the  door  leading  to  the  closet,  where  she 
had  left  her  sleeping  father,  he  exclaimed : 

"'  Then  I  accuse  openly,  in  the  face  of  the 
Protector  and  this  company,  Robert    Cecil,   who 
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Stands  there,  of  the  murder  of  his  brother  Her- 
bert, and  of  the  murder  of  Sir  Herbert  Cecirs 
son ;  and  I  assert  that  Hugh  Dalton  was  acces- 
sory to  the  same  !" 

A  shriek  so  wild  and  piercing  issued  from 
Constantia''s  lips  that  it  rang  over  the  house 
and  terrified  all  its  inmates,  who  crowded  to 
the  portal,  the  boundary  of  which  they  dared 
not  pass. 

It  was  little  to  be  wondered  that  she  did  shriek. 
Turning  toward  the  spot  at  which  tlie  villain 
pointed,  the  Protector  saw  tlie  half-demented 
Baronet  standing  in  the  door- way.  He  had 
opened  the  closet,  and  come  forth  during  the 
momentary  absence  of  his  attendant,  and  now 
stood  moping  and  bowing  to  the  assembly  in  a 
way  that  would  have  moved  the  pity  of  a  heart 
of  stone. 

"  Fiend  !""  shouted  the  Protector,  grasping  in 
his  great  anger  the  throat  of  Sir  Willmott,  and 
shaking  him  as  he  had  been  a  reed — "  'Tis  a  false 
lie  !  He  is  no  murderer  ;  and  if  lie  had  been,  is 
it  before  his  daughter  that  ye  would  speak  it  ! 
Hah  !     I  see  it  all  now.     Such  is  the  threat — the 
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lie  —  that  gave  you  power  over  this  excellence. 
Hence,  carrion,  and  feed  crows  !"  He  threw  the 
ruffian  from  him  with  a  perfect  majesty  of  resent- 
ment. Gross  as  was  the  deed,  tlie  Protector  con- 
descending to  throttle  such  as  Burrell,  the  manner 
of  the  act  was  great :  it  was  that  of  an  avenging 
angel,  not  of  an  angry  or  impetuous  man. 

Sir  Willmott  regained  his  self-possession,  al- 
tliough  with  feelings  of  wounded  pride  and  in- 
dignation ;  fixing  his  eye  upon  Constantia  with,  if 
possible,  increasing  malignity,  he  spoke  : — 

"  His  Highness  much  honours  his  subject  ; 
but  Mistress  Cecil  herself  knows  that  what  I 
have  spoken  is  true  —  so  does  her  father  —  and 
so  does  also  this  man  !     Is  it  not  true,  I  ask  ?"" 

"  No!  I  say  it  is  false  —  false  as  hell!"  an- 
swered the  Buccaneer ;  "  and  if  his  Highness 
permits,  I  will  explain." 

"  You  say — what  ?""  inquired  Constantia,  her 
whole  countenance  and  figure  dilating  with  that 
hope  which  had  so  long  been  a  stranger  to  her 
bosom. 

"  I  say  that  Robert  Cecil  is  no  murderer  I 
Stand  forth,  Walter  Cecil,  and  state  that  within 
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the  last    two   years,   you    saw    your    father   in   a 
Spanish  monastery  ;  and  that "" 

"  ^^'ho  is  Walter  Cecil  ?^  inquired  Burrell, 
struggling  as  a  drowning  man,  while  losing  his 
last  hope  of  salvation. 

"  I  am  Walter  Cecil  !""  exclaimed  our  old 
acquaintance  Walter  ;  "  my  Jiom  (h  guerre  is 
no  longer  necessary." 

"  It  needed  not  tliat  one  should  come  from 
the  dead  to  tell  us  that,""  said  the  Protector,  im- 
patiently ;  "  hut  there  are  former  passages  we 
would  have  explained.  AN'hat  means  the  villain 
by  his  charge?  Speak,  Dalttm,  and  unravel  us 
this  mystery." 

"  It  is  well  known  to  your  Highness,  that  few 
loved  the  former  powers  more  than  Sir  Herbert 
Cecil;  and  truth'to  say,  he  was  wild,  and  daring, 
and  bad "' 

"  Dalton  !"  exclaimed  the  young  man.  in  an 
upbraiding  tone. 

"  Well,  young  master,  I  will  say  no  more 
about  it.  Gold  is  a  great  tempter,  as  your 
Highness  knows ;  and  it  tempted  yonder  gen- 
tleman, with    whom    God    has   dealt.      He   is    a 
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cliircTt'iit  sight  to  look  upon  now,  to  wlwit  hv 
was  the  morniiiir  hi'  souifht  mc  to  coniniit  a 
iTJinc,  which,  well  tor  inv  own  sake,  and  the 
sake  of  otiiers,  I  did  not  eoininit.  He  eanie  to 
nie " 

"  Mercy  !  mercy  !  I  claim  your  Highness' 
mercy  !"  said  Constantia,  falling  on  her  knees, 
and  holding  her  hands,  clasped  and  trendjling, 
above  her  head.  "  It  is  not  meet  that  the 
child  hear  thus  publicly  of  her  father's  sin  ! 
The  old  man,  your  Highness,  has  not  power 
to  speak  I" 

"  Lady,"  continued  Dalton,  "  he  could  not 
deny — But  my  tale  will  soon  be  finished,  and  it 
will  take  a  load  oft"  your  heart,  and  off  the 
hearts  of  others.  Sir  Herbert  did  not  die.  I 
conveyed  him  to  another  land  ;  Init  the  papers 
—  the  instructions  I  had  received,  remained  in 
my  possession.  Sir  Herbert's  wild  character — 
his  fondness  for  sea-excursions— his  careless  life, 
led  to  the  belief  that  he  had  perished  in  some 
freak,  in  which  he  too  often  indulged.  His  bro- 
ther apparently  mourned,  and  sorrowed  ;  but,  in 
time,  the  dynasty  of  England  changed,  exactly 
M  5 
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as  he  would  have  wished  it — the  Commonwealth 
soon  gave  the  missing  brother's  lands  to  the  man 
who  was  its  friend,  who  had  fought  and  laboured 
in  its  cause,  and  seemed  to  forget  that  any  thing 
else  had  any  right  to  the  possessions  : — but  the 
son  of  the  injured  remained  as  a  plague-spot  to 
his  sight.  I  had  but  too  good  reason  to  know  how 
this  son  of  this  elder  brother  was  regarded,  and 
I  had  learned  to  love  the  lad :  he  was  ever  about 
the  beach,  and  fond  of  me,  poor  fellow  !  be- 
cause I  used  to  bring  him  little  gifts  from  fo- 
reign parts  —  by  way,  I  suppose,  of  a  private 
atonement  for  grievous  wrong.  I  took  upon 
myself  the  removing  of  that  boy  to  save  him 
from  a  worse  fate,  for  I  loved  him  as  my  own 
child  ;  and  there  he  stands,  and  can  say  wliether 
my  plain  speech  be  true  or  false.  I  was  myself  a 
father  but  a  little  while  before  I  spirited  him  awav 
from  a  dangerous  home  to  a  safe  ship.  Sir  Robert 
believed  they  were  both  dead,  and  sorrowed  not ; 
although  he  compassed  onlv  the  removal  of  the 
brother,  ^et  the  going  away  of  his  nephew  made 
his  possessions  the  more  secure  ;  for,  as  he  said, 
times   might  change,    and    the   boy   be  restored 
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if  lie  had  lived.  His  disappearance  made  a  great 
stir  at  the  time  ;  yet  there  were  many  went 
from  the  land  then  and  were  seen  no  more.  I 
thought  to  rear  him  in  my  own  line,  but  he 
never  took  kindly  to  it,  so  I  just  let  him  have 
his  fling  amongst  people  of  his  own  thinking — 
gentry,  and  the  like — who  knew  how  to  train  him 
better  than  I  did.  I  kept  Sir  Herbert  safe 
enough  until  the  act  came  out  which  gave  Sir 
Robert  rijrht  and  dominion  over  his  brother's 
land,  declaring  the  other  to  have  been  a  ma- 
lignant,  and  so  forth; — but  the  spirit  was  sub- 
dued within  the  banished  man  ;  he  was  bowed 
and  broken,  and  cared  nothing  for  liberty,  but 
took  entirely  to  religion,  and  became  a  Monk ; 
and  his  son,  there,  has  seen  him  many  a  time; 
and  it  comforted  me  to  find  that  he  died  in 
the  belief  that  God  would  turn  all  things  right 
again,  and  that  his  child  would  yet  be  master  of 
Cecil  Place.  He  died  like  a  good  Christian, 
forgiving  his  enemies,  and  saying  that  adversity 
had  brought  his  soul  to  God  —  more  fond  of 
blaming  himself  than  others.  As  to  Walter, 
he  had    a    desire   to  visit   this   country,  and,  to 
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own  the  truth,  I  knew  that  if  Sir  Robert 
failed  to  procure  the  pardon  I  wanted,  the  re- 
surrection of  this  youth  would  be  an  argument 
he  could  not  withstand. 

"  Perhaps  I  was  wrong  in  the  means  I  adopt- 
ed ;  but  I  longed  for  an  honest  name,  and  it 
occurred  to  me  that  Sir  Robert  Cecil  could  be 
frightened,  if  not  persuaded,  into  procuring  my 
pardon.  God  is  my  judge  that  I  was  weary  of 
my  reckless  habits,  and  panted  for  active  but  legal 
employment.  A  blasted  oak  will  tumble  to  the 
earth,  if  struck  by  a  thunderbolt, — like  a  withy. 
Then  my  child  !  I  knew  that  Lady  Cecil  cared  for 
her,  though,  good  lady,  she  little  thought,  when 
she  first  saw  the  poor  baby,  that  it  was  the  child 
of  a  Buccaneer.  She  believed  it  the  offspring  of 
a  pains-taking  trader,  who  had  served  her  hus- 
band. She  guessed  the  truth  in  part  afterwards, 
but  had  both  piety  and  pity  in  her  bosom,  and 
did  not  make  the  daughter  suffer  for  the  father's 
sin.  I  loved  the  girl  ! — But  your  Highness  is 
yourself  a  father,  and  would  not  like  to  feel 
ashamed  to  look  your  own  child  in  the  face.  I 
threatened  Sir  Robert  to  make  known  all — and 
expose  these  documents " 
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The  Skipper  drew  from  his  vest  tlie  same 
bundle  of  papers  which  he  had  used  in  that 
room,  ahnost  on  that  very  spot,  to  terrify  the 
stricken  Baronet,  a  few  months  before.  Sir 
Robert  Cecil  had  remained  totally  unconscious 
of  the  explanations  that  had  been  made,  and 
seemed  neither  to  know  of,  nor  to  heed,  the 
presence  of  Dalton,  nor  the  important  communi- 
cation he  had  given  —  his  eyes  wandering  from 
countenance  to  countenance  of  the  assembled 
group, — a  weak,  foolish  smile  resting  perpetually 
on  his  lip  ;  yet  the  instant  he  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  packet  the  Buccaneer  held  in  his  hand, 
his  memory  returned  :  he  staggered  from  his 
daughter — who,  after  her  appeal  to  Cromwell, 
clung  to  her  father's  side,  as  if  heroically  re- 
solved to  share  his  disgrace  to  the  last — and 
grasped  at  the  papers. 

"  What  need  of  keeping  them  ?''''  said  the  Pro- 
tector, much  affected  at  the  scene  :  "  give  them 
to  him,  give  them  to  him," 

Dalton  obeyed,  and  Sir  Robert  clutched  them 
with  the  avidity  of  a  maniac  :  he  stared  at  them, 
enwreathed  as  they  were  by  his  thin,  emaci- 
ated fingers,  and  then,  bursting  into  a   mad  fit 
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of  exulting  laughter,  fell  prostrate  on  the  floor, 
before  any  one  had  sufficiently  recovered  from 
the  astonishment  his  renewed  strength  had  oc- 
casioned, to  afford  him  any  assistance.  He  was 
immediately  raised  by  Constantia  and  his  at- 
tendants, and  conveyed  to  his  own  apartment, 
still  holding  fast  the  papers,  though  he  gave 
little  other  sign  of  life.  There  was  another,  be- 
sides his  daughter,  who  followed  the  stricken 
man — his  nephew  Walter. 

"  It  is  ill  talking  of  marriage,"  said  Cromwell, 
as  the  young  man  paused,  and  requested  per- 
mission to  leave  the  room — "  It  is  ill  talking 
of  marriage  when  Death  stands  at  the  threshold  ; 
but  I  have  little  doubt  you  will  be  able  to 
obtain  the  hand  which  /  could  not  dispose  of. 
When  I  first  saw  you,  I  expected  to  see  a  dif- 
ferent person — a  director  of  spies  —  a  chief  of 
discord — a  master,  not  a  servant.  Walter  Cecil, 
although  a  bold  Cavalier,  would  hardly  have  had 
power  to  draw  me  to  the  Isle  of  Shepey,  had 
he  not,  on  board  the  Fire-fly,  chosen  to  embrown 
his  face,  and  carry  black  ringlets  over  his  own  ;  a 
trick,  perchance,  to  set  the  Protector  on  a  wrong 
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scent.  Never  hang  yeV  head  at  it,  young  man-— 
such  things  have  been  from  the  beginning,  and 
will  be  to  the  end.  Methinks  that  old  Oaks  stand 
friends  with  the  party  ; — but  1  quarrel  not  with 
the  ti'ee — if  it  shielded  the  worthless  Charles  at 
Worcester,  it  revealed  the  true  Walter  at  Queenbo- 
rough.  Yet  I  thank  God  on  every  account  that  I 
was  led  to  believe  you  one  whose  blood  I  would 
fain  not  shed,  but  would  rather  protect — if  that 
he  has  the  wisdom  not  to  trouble  our  country. 
I  thank  God  that  I  was  brought  here  to  unravel 
and  wind  up.  A  ruler  should  be  indeed  a  mortal 
(we  speak  it  humbly)  omnipresent  !  As  to  yon- 
der man — devil  I  should  rather  call  him — he  has, 
1  suppose,  no  farther  threats  or  terrors  to  win  a 
lady's  love.  Sir  Willmott  Burrell,  we  will  at 
least  have  the  ceremony  of  your  marriage  re- 
peated without  delay  : — here  is  my  friend's  daugh- 
ter— this  night — ." 

"  Not  to-night,*'  interrupted  Zillah  ;  "  to- 
morrow, and  not  to-night ;  I  can  bear  no  more 
to-night." 

"  Sir  Wilmot  Burrell,"  said  Dalton,  walking 
to  where  he    stood,  beaten  down  and  trampled. 
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yet  full  of  poison  as  an  ad{ler''s  to<jth,  "  }ye  it 
known  tl)ut  I  jiitv  you  : — ^'our  dagger  has  been 
turned  into  vour  own  hL-art  I — The  human  flesh 
you  bribed  nie  to  destroy,  lives !  What  mes- 
sage brought  Jeromio  from  the  ocean  r" 

Dalton  was  proceeding  in  a  strain  that  would 
have  quickly  goaded  Burrell  to  some  desperate 
act  ;  for,  as  the  Buccaneer  went  on,  he  was 
lashing  his  passior.  with  a  repetition  of  the  in- 
juries and  baseness  of  his  adversary,  a,s  a  lion 
lashes  himself  with  hi^  tail  tn  >timulate  his 
bravery  ;  but  the  Protector  tkniandtd  if  Hugh 
Dalton  knew  before  whom  he  stootl,  and  daretl 
to  brawl  in  such  jiresence.  Silenced,  but  not 
subdued,  lie  retreated,  and  contented  liiinv,lf 
with  secret  execrations  on  his  enemy. 

"  M'e  have  rendered  some  justice  to  night," 
said  Cromwell,  after  striding  once  or  twice  the 
length  of  the  apartment.  "  Yet  is  our  task  not 
iinished,  although  the  morning  watch  is  come. 
A\''ithout  there  !  Desire  Colonel  Jones  that  he  re- 
move Sir  M'illmott  Burrell  to  the  apartment  he 
before  occupied.  The  morning  sun  shall  wit- 
ness   the  completion    of   the    ceremony    between 
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liitn  aiul  lur  lie  lias  so  deeply  wr()ii;j;e(l.  NN'e 
will  tht'M  roiisicKr  llif  course  tliat  justice*  may 
j)oiiit  out  to  us.  DaltoM,  vou  arc  a  tree  man, 
free  to  come  aiul  tree  to  ;,'o,  ami  to  '^o  as  soon 
and  where  you  please.  <  )l)serve,  I  said  as  soun."' 
Dalton  houed  lowly,  and  moved  to  raise  his 
daut^hter  from  the  spot  on  which  she  had 
cTouchetl  l)v  the  seat  of  lier  beloved  mistress; 
Kohin  iii>tinctively  moved  also. 

"  Stay  !"  continued  the  Prott-ctor,  '■'■  there  is 
yet  more  to  do.  \'ounf;-  man,  vou  must  be  well 
aware  your  act  of  this  ni«rht  demands  some  pu- 
nishment. 'IMie  ship  w  Inch  you  destroyed  — " 
Dalton  writheil  at  the  remcnd)rance,  and  Bar- 
bara half  unclosed  her  gentle  lips. 

'•  IMease  your  Highness,  "I  knew  the  man's 
affection  for  his  siiip,  and  1  loved  him  better  than 
the  timber  ;  he  woukl  have  destroyed  me  in  his 
anger  but  for  poor  Barbara." 

"  That  is  nothing  to  us  ;  at  the  least,  fetters 
must  be  your  portion." 

Barbara  involuntarily  sank  on  her  knees,  in  an 
attitude  of  supplication.  Robin  knelt  also,  and 
by  her  side. 
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So  touching  was  the  scene,  that  Cromwell 
smiled  while  he  laid  his  hand  on  her  head,  and 
with  the  other  raised  the  long  chain  his  daughter 
had  given  the  modest  bower  maiden,  and  wliich 
had  remained  suspended  from  her  neck ;  he 
threw  it  over  the  shoulders  of  Robin,  so  that  it 
encircled  them  both. 

*'  We  are  clumsy  at  such  matters,"'  he  con- 
tinued, "  but  the  Lord  bless  you  !  and  may 
every  virtuous  woman  in  England  meet  with  so 
warm  a  heart,  and  so  wise  a  head,  to  love  her  and 
direct  her  ways — though  the  outward  fashioning 
of  the  man  be  somewhat  of  tlic  strangest.*"' 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

Know  then,  my  brethren,  heaven  is  clear, 

And  all  the  donds  are  f^fone ; 
The  righteous  now  shall  flourish,  and 

Good  days  are  coining  on  : 
Come  then,  my  brethren,  and  be  glad, 

And  eke  rejoice  with  me. 

Feancis  Quakles. 

Over  the  happy  and  the  miserable,  the  guilty 
and  the  good,  Time  alike  passes  ;  though  his 
step  may  be  light  or  heavy,  according  to  the 
feelings  of  those  who  watch  his  progress,  still 
he  pursues,  with  sure  and  certain  tread,  a  course 
upon  which  he  never  turns. 

^^^e  are  about  to  bid  farewell  to  those  who 
have  been  our  companions  through  a  long  but 
we  trust  not  a  weary  path  ;  and  we  delay  them 
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but  for  a  short  space  longer  to  learn  how  felt 
the  household  of  Cecil  Place,  after  the  events 
and  excitements  of  a  day  which  gave  birth  to 
so  many  marvels,  and  unravelled  so  many  mys- 
teries. 

We  have,  however,  yet  to  deal  out  perfect 
justice, — and  would  fain  tarry  a  moment  to  re- 
mark how  rarely  it  is  that,  even  in  the  sober 
world  of  Fact,  tlie  wicked  finish  their  course — 
and  vengeance  has  not  overtaken.  Truly  has  it 
been  said  that  "  virtue  is  its  own  reward  :""  as 
truly  has  it  been  added,  that  "  vice  brings  its 
own  punishment."" 

How  lightly,  and  with  how  deep  a  blessing, 
did  Constance  Cecil,  when  the  day  was  break- 
ing, offer  up  a  fervent  thanksgiving  to  God 
that  her  only  parent,  though  deeply  sinful  in 
intent,  was  free  from  blood,  and,  tliougli  worn 
in  body,  was  sleeping  as  quietly  as  a  wearied 
child  when  its  task  is  ended.  Her  mother's 
spirit  seemed  to  hover  over  and  bless  her,  and 
imagination  pictured  another  by  her  side  who 
came  to  share  the  blessing — it  was  the  com- 
panion  of  her  childhood,  the  chosen,  and  loved, 
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and    trusted    of    a    long    and   happy    and    pros- 
perous after-life. 

Constantia  pressed  her  couch  ;  but,  witli  the 
exception  of  the  worn  and  weary  Sir  Robert, 
whose  existence  quivered  like  the  parting  light 
of  an  expiring  lamp,  no  eyes  slumbered  in  Cecil 
Place.  The  Lady  Frances  Cromwell,  upon 
that  morning,  took  not  up  tlie  lays  of  the 
foolish  Waller,  but  tlie  precious  volume  that,  in 
her  vanity,  she  had  too  often  slighted — she  read 
therein, — 

"  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labour  and  are 
lieavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest," 

And  as  she  so  read,  a  more  calm  and  settled 
expression  spread  over  her  features  ;  and  after 
much  musing  and  much  thankfulness,  she  sought 
the  chamber  of  her  friend.  Constantia  was  not 
alone,  for,  pale  and  weak,  and  trembling, — still 
like  the  aspen  which  every  breeze  may  agitate, — 
the  little  Puritan  Barbara  crouched  on  her  old 
cushion  by  the  side  of  her  lady's  bed. 

It  did  not  escape  the  Lady  Frances,  that  how« 
ever  thankful  and  comforted  was  Constantia  by 
her  release  from  the  terrible  doom  of  a  union  with 
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Sir  Willmott  Burrell,  she  was  deeply  Immbled 
and  smitten  by  the  publicity  that  had  been  given 
to  her  father's  meditated  crime,  and  she  skilfully 
avoided  any  allusion  to  the  scene  of  the  night. 
The  feelings  of  the  maiden  were,  however,  eli- 
cited sufficiently  to  satisfy  even  the  curiosity  of 
Frances  Cromwell,  by  one  of  those  simple  inci- 
dents that  speak  more  eloquently  than  words. 
As  Barbara  sat  on  the  cushion,  she  could  see 
into  tlic  garden  beneath  :  the  window  over- 
hung the  very  spot  where  Walter  had  gathered 
the  wild  rose  as  he  went  forth  a  prisoner,  with 
INIajor  Wellmore,  from  the  house  in  which  he  was 
already  considered  a  master ;  and  the  simple 
girl  discerned,  amid  the  foliage  of  the  trees,  even 
Walter  himself,  whose  gaze  was  fixed  upon  the 
casement  above. 

"  Look,  Mistress,  look  !""  she  exclaimed. 

Lady  Frances  and  Constantia  did  look  both 
at  the  same  moment,  and  saw  the  same  sio-ht. 
They  also  both  at  once  withdrew  their  glance, 
and  as  the  eyes  of  the  ladies  encountered,  a 
blush,  not  of  shame,  or  pride,  or  anger,  over- 
spread  the   fine   features  of  Constantia — it   was 
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the  pure  bright  colouring  of  assured  affection ; 
it  said  more  than  if  volumes  had  been  written 
to  express  her  feelings.  If  she  seemed  less  dig- 
nified, she  looked  more  lovely  than  ever  :  it 
was  as  sunshine  lending  new  warmth  and  fresh 
beauty  to  a  landscape,  which  needed  that 
alone  to  vivify  and  enlighten,  to  cheer  and 
charm,  to  gladden  and  give  life. 

"  Thank  God  !"  exclaimed  Frances,  clasping 
her  hands — "  thank  God  ! — After  all,  Constantia, 
you  are  but  a  woman  !'' 

"  My  dear  friend,"  replied  tlic  lady,  literally 
turning  on  her  couch  to  hide  her  blushes,  "  this 
is  no  time  to  trifle :   the  melancholy " 

She  paused  for  want  of  words  :  that  proneness 
to  dissemble,  which  inevitably  attends  all  women 
who  ever  were  or  ever  will  be  in  love,  was 
struggling  with  her  high  and  truthful  nature. 
But  Constantia  was  still  Constantia,  and  could 
not  depart  from  truth,  so  as  successfully  to  feign 
what  she  did  not  feel :  her  sentence  consequently 
remained  unfinished,  and  Lady  Frances  was  left 
at  full  liberty  to  draw  her  own  conclusions 
therefrom, — a  matter  of  no  great  difficulty. 
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"  I  have  received  a  letter  from  my  sister 
Mary,"  she  said,  kindly  changing  the  subject, 
"  and  it  will  please  you  to  know  that  my 
lordly  father  is  inclined  to  li>ten  to  reason, 
and  manifests  a  disposition  to  admit  the  rea- 
sonableness of  his  daughter  Frances  becoming 
Rich  Beshrew  me!  but  most  fathers  like  that 
distinction  for  their  children  ;  onlv,  alas  !  in 
this  instance,  Rich  and  riches  are  not  synony- 
mous. What  think  you  of  that  ?  His  High- 
ness has  not  said  a  word  to  me  on  the  subject. 
There  is  your  prim  Barbara  smiling  !  Ah  I 
you  too,  I  suppose,  will  soon  be  saluted  as 
INIistress  or  Dame  Hays  !  Fie,  fie,  Barbara  !  I 
thought  you  had  bitter  taste!  But  never  mind, 
I  will  not  say  a  word  to  his  disparagement  — 
no,  nor  suffer  one  of  the  court  curs  to  growl 
at  Crisp  Mdien  he  visits  the  buttery  at  White- 
hall or  Hampton.  M'hat  have  vou  done  with 
the  Lady  Zillah  ?'" 

"  So  please  you,  jNIadam,"  replied  Barbara, 
"  the  Rabbi  would  not  he  separated  from  his 
daughter.  He  seems  to  think  her  onlv  safe  under 
his  own  eye.      So  he  forced  her  to  lie  on  his  own 
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bt'tl,  unci  she  has  fallen,  poor  lady,  into  a  ckvj) 
sleep— and  he  sits  by  her  side,  sometimes  gazing 
upon  a  dim  old  book,  full  of  strange  marks  and 
cliaracters,  but  more  often  looking  upon  the  face 
of  his  child,  until  his  eyes  fill  -with  tears;  and 
then  he  clasps  his  hands,  and  mutters,  what  I 
know  must  be  a  blessing,  it  is  so  earnest ;  and 
then,  if  perchance  she  moves  and  the  pillow 
swells,  or  the  coverlet  be  disturbed,  he  smooths 
it  so  gently  you  would  think  it  was  a  woman's 
hand,  and  not  that  of  a  man. — All,  my  lady  I 
love  makes  all  things  trentle." 

"  I  wonder,"  observ  d  Lady  Frances,  "  will 
she  turn  Christian  ?" 

"  She  has  been  a  kind  nurse  to  me,  in  my 
trouble,"  replied  the  Puritan ;  "  but  our  good 
Preacher  says  her  heart  is  far  from  being  hum- 
bled. She  has  a  high  mind,  and  is  proud  of  her 
tribe.  While  we  were  in  the  cell,  Master  Fleet- 
word  took  a  deal  of  pains  with  her,  and  ex- 
poundiated  most  wonderfully  for  hours  together  ; 
but  I  fear  me  the  seed  fell  upon  stony  ground  : 
for  though  she  sat  still  enough,  I  know  she  did 
not  listen." 

VOL.   III.  N 
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"  Where  is  your  father  ?" 

Barbara  started  at  the  abruptness  of  the  ques- 
tion, and  colouring,  she  knew  not  why,  said, 

"  Please  you,  my  lady,  thougli  his  Highness 
at  first  commanded  him  hence,  he  has  graciously 
suffered  him  to  remain  until  to-morrow''s  noon. 
Ah,  Madam  !"  she  continued,  sinking  on  the 
ground  at  Lady  Frances's  feet,  "  if  you  would 
only,  only  remember  the  promise  you  made  when 
you  gave  me  tliis,"  —  she  held  the  clasp  of  the 
golden  chain  towards  Lady  Frances, — "  and  in- 
tercede with  him,  to  whom  is  given  the  power  of 
life  and  death,  to  pardon  to  the  uttermost,  and 
suffer  Hugh  Dalton  to  tarry  on  this  island,  I 
would — I  would — Alas,  my  lady  !  I  am  but  a 
poor  girl,  and  have  notliing  to  give  save  blessings, 
and  they  shower  so  upon  the  heads  of  greatness 
that  tliey  must  weary  and  not  gladden  ;  but  my 
blessing  would  come  from  the  heart,  and  it  is  not 
always,  I  hear,  that  the  lieart  beats  M-hen  the 
lips  speak.  So,  good  my  lady  !  think  upon  your 
own  great  fatlier ;  and  think,  that  as  great  as 
he  have  ere  now  asked  for  mercy ;  and  then 
think    upon    mine — mine,  mIio  is  as  brave,    and 
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— and  —  will  be  as  honest  as  the  best  man  in 
all  Enirland  !  Then,  gracious  Madam,  it  is 
not  from  presumption  I  speak  ;  but  Robin 
has  wit  and  wisdom,  and  wit  and  wisdniii 
are  sometimes  needed  by  those  in  high  places  ; 
but  he  would  lend  —  ay,  give  it  all,  to  serve 
any  one  who  pleasured  me  in  a  smaller  thing 
than  this.  I  can  do  nothing ;  but  Robin  is 
one  wiio  can  always  do  much." 

"When  Barbara  had  pleaded  thus  far,  she  could 
get  no  farther,  but  trembled,  so  that  Lady 
Frances  placed  her  on  her  cushion  and  smilingly 
replied, 

"  So,  for  this  woodbine-sort  of  assistance,  you 
would  have  me  rouse  the  British  lion,  who  has 
been  in  sucli  marvellous  good  temper  lately,  that 
I  fear  me  the  wind  will  shift  soon  ;  but  Cromwell, 
girl,  is  not  one  to  halve  his  mercy.  I  can  pro- 
mise, not  from  my  influence,  but  the  knowledge 
of  his  mind,  that  Hugh  Dalton  will  not  be  ba- 
nished ;  nay,  I  am  sure  of  it.  But  see  ye  there, 
the  helmets  are  stirring  already.  Constantia, 
your  chamber  is  delightful  for  a  heroine,  but  a 
melancholy  one  for  a  curious  maiden.  Onlv 
N  2 
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behold,  one  can  scarcely  catch  a  glimpse  of 
the  court-yard  !  When  I  build  a  castle,  I  11 
construct  a  turret  with  eyes,  conimonlv  called 
windows,  all  round  it  :  nothing  shall  be  done  in 
secret  ! — Good  morn  to  you,  swc^t  friend  !  I 
can  soon  find  out  what  the  stir  is  about  from 
the  head  of  the  great  staircase.'^ 

"  Adieu,  fair  Lady  Curiosity  !"  said  Con- 
stantia,  as  Ladv  Frances  tripped  with  a  ligiit 
step  on  her  iiujiiisitivc  mission  :  "  I  will  now  go 
to  my  father's  chamber  ;""  and  thither  she 
went,  resolved  to  perform  her  iluty  to  tlie  last, 
though  she  shuddered  at  the  remembrance  of 
the  crime  he  had  once  meditated,  and  humblv, 
earnestly  prayed  that  the  sin  miglit  be  washed 
away  from  his  soul. 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

This  even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poison'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips. 

Sqaksfeare. 

As  the  grey  and  misty  twilight  brightened 
into  the  glowing  and  happy  morn,  there  were 
two  men  prying  about  and  around  the  otherwise 
deserted  cavern   of  the  Gull's   Nest  Crag. 

Nothing  is  more  dreary  and  lonely  to  look 
upon  than  a  scene  where  bustle  and  traffic  have 
but  lately  been,  changed,  as  if  by  magic,  into 
a  place  of  stillness  —  forsaken  by  those  who 
gave  to  it  animation  and  existence  which  be- 
fore it  knew  not,  and  may  never  know  again. 

Solitude  now  covered  it  as  with  a  pall.  At 
the  door  of  the  once  noisy  and  frequented  hos- 
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telry,  instead  of  the  bent  but  busy  figure  of 
old  Mother  Hays,  two  sea-gulls  stalked,  and 
flapped  their  wings,  and  screamed,  and  thrust 
their  bills  into  the  rude  cooking-pots  that  stood 
without. 

The  two  persons,  who  appeared  intent  upon 
investigating  the  mysteries  of  the  place,  could 
not  be  seen  without  bending  over  the  edge  of 
the  topmost  cliff.  It  was  then  at  once  per- 
ceived that  they  were  occupied  in  fulfilling 
no  ordinary  or  every-day  task.  They  moved 
in  and  out  of  the  lower  entrance,  like  bees 
intent  on  forming  new  cells.  For  a  considerable 
time  no  word  was  spoken  by  either  :  at  length 
the  object  they  had  in  view  appeared  accom- 
plished, and,  after  climbing  to  the  highest  cliff, 
they  sat  down  opposite  each  other,  so  as  to 
command  a  full  prospect  of  both  sea  and  land. 

"  It  was  only  a  little  farther  on  —  about  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  nearer  Cecil  Place  —  that  I 
first  set  foot  on  the  Isle  of  Shepey,"  said  the 
younger,  "  and  a  precious  fright  I  got  —  a 
fright  that  never  was  clear  explained,  nor  ever 
will  be  now,  I  guess." 
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*'  I  little  thought  matters  would  have  liad 
such  an  end,"  replied  the  other.  "  Gad,  I  'm 
hardly  paid  for  the  powder  of  the  train  by 
the  few  bits  I  Ve  picked  up  inside.  I  couldn''t 
believe,  unless  I  'd  seen  it  myself,  that  the 
place  was  so  cleared  out :  except  the  furs  and 
shawls  belonging  to  the  women,  there  wasn't 
the  wrapping  round  my  finger  of  anything 
worth  having.  Well,  Hugh  had  many  friends 
— 1  never  thought  he'd  turn  tail." 

"  Turn  tail  !"  repeated  the  youth  :  "  wlio 
dares  to  say  he  turned  tail  ?  If  any  one  re- 
peats that  before  me,  I  '11  make  free  to  give 
him  a  dose  of  cold  lead  without  farther  cere- 
mony !" 

"  All  our  chickens  are  game-cocks  now-a- 
days  I'"*  returned  the  elder  one,  half  laughing : 
"  But,  Springall,  could  you  swear  that  the 
Skipper  and  Robin  Hays  didn't  concert  it  all 
together  ?" 

"  Let  me  alone,  Jack,  and  don't  put  my  back 
up.  I  '11  lay  my  life,  if  there  was  any  con- 
certing in  it,  'twas  between  Robin  and  the 
maid  Barbara.     Well,  girls  have  queer  fancies  ! 
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Who'd  ha'  thought  she'd  ha' fancied  Robin!  — 
though  he's  a  brave,  sound-hearted  little  fel- 
low ;  yet,  who  'd  ha'  thought  she'd  have  pre- 
ferred him  to — to " 

"  To  you,  I  suppose !  Lord,  Spring  lad, 
there  's  no  coming  up  to  the  women.  Bless 
ye,  I  've  seen  tho>c  who  lovt-d  apes  and  par- 
rots, and  took  more  ])ride  and  pleasure  in 
them  than  in  their  own  lawful  husbands  and 
born  children  !  What  d'  ye  think  o"  that  r 
— Why,  would  you  believe  it  ?  a  girl  I  loved 
better  than  my  heart's  blood,  took  a  fancy  to 
an  old  man,  and  sent  me  adrift,  though  I  was 
a  likely  fellow  tluii  !  —  ah  !  different,  very  dif- 
ferent to  wliat  I  am  now."  And  Jack  Roupall, 
leaning  liis  elbows  on  his  knees,  tliat  were 
wide  apart,  conmiencetl  drawing,  with  the  butt- 
end  of  his  pistol,  figures  on  the  sand,  which 
the  wind,  whetlier  in  anger  or  s|x»rtiveness,  had 
flung  upon  the  crag.  After  a  lengthened  pause, 
he  looked  suddenly  up  at  tlie  youth  Springall, 
Avho  still  sat  opposite  to  him,  and  said  abruptly — 
"  Arc  you  sure  you  made  no  mistake  .'" 

"  Am  I  sure  of  the  sight  of  mv  eyes,  or  the 
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liearin«ij  of  my  cars?''  returnccl  tlu'  lad.  "  I 
was  as  close  to  the  troopers  as  I  am  to  vou, 
thou<rh  they  saw  me  not,  and  their  entire  talk 
was  of  the  (iulTs  Nest,  aiui  how  tluv  were  all 
to  1)1'  down  here  soon  after  sunrise  ;  and  a  deal 
of  jokes,  in  their  own  way,  they  passed  upon 
it  —  stiff",  (fry  jokes,  that  were  as  hard  to  swallow 
as  a  poker." 

"Hah!  hah  I"  laufjhed  the  snuiirjrler ;  "how 
they  will  j)ray  \v  hiii  tlu-y  see  the  C'ra^  dancing 
in  the  air  !  It  would  he  ill  clone  towards  the 
secret  stations  of  our  friends  on  other  parts  of 
tlie  coast,  to  let  those  fellows  find  the  ins  antf 
outs  of  such  a  place  as  this ;  it  would  be  hold- 
ing a  candle  to  the  devil — giving  them  a  guide 
to  lead  them  on  through  all  their  plans  hence- 
forward and  for  ever.  The  Guirs  Nest  shall 
go  after  the  Fire-fly.  It  gives  me  joy  to 
mar  their  s])ort  —  their  peeping  and  prying. 
But  we  will  not  let  ofl'  the  train  until  we  see 
them  pretty  close  upon  us.  The  Roundhead 
rasciils  shall  have  the  full  benefit  of  our  gay  bon- 
fire. 'Ods  rot  it  !  what  else  could  we  do,  but 
make  a  gay  ending  of  it  at  once  !  A  gay  end- 
N  5 
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ing,"  he  repeated  !  — "  a  gay  ending  !  No  rock 
to  mark  the  spot,  of  so  much  merriment,  so 
much  jovialty  so  much  spoil  I  Ah  !  in  a  hun- 
dred years,  few  will  tull  where  the  watchers  of 
the  Gull's  Nest  Crag  lighted  beacon  and  brand 
for  the  free  rovers  of  the  free  sea  !''^ 

Another  pause  succeeded  the  rhapsody  of  Jack 
Roupall,  and  then  Springall  inquired  — "  How 
it  was  that  he  could  not  open  the  strong  room, 
where  the  Preacher  had  been  left  to  his  prayers.*' 

"  How  it  was  ?  why,  because  I  had  not  the 
key.  And  I  am  sure  there's  nothing  in  it.  I 
was  in  with  the  Skipper  after  the  long-legged 
Puritan  was  out,  and  I  could  see  only  squash- 
ed fruit,  broken  boxes,  and  old  good-for-no- 
thing rags.  Whatever  had  been  worth  moving 
was  moved  :  but  that  room  will  mount  as  hich  as 
any  of  them,  I  warrant  me.  I  laid  a  good  lot  of 
combustibles  to  the  door. — All  !  tliere  was  the  ' 
gleam  of  a  spear,  to  my  thinking."  And  he  arose 
as  he  spoke,  groaning  out  a  curse  against  Spring- 
all  the  moment  after.  "  My  back — a  murrain 
upon  you  and  upon  me  too  ! — aches  like  the  rheu- 
matism from  the  wei^iht  of  that  old  hair's  coffin. 
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which  you  would  have  me  carry  from  the  Gull's 
Nest,  out  yonder,  for  fear  it  should  be  blown 
up  with  the  Crag.  What  did  it  signify  if  it  was, 
I  wonder  ?"" 

"  You  wouldn't  like  the  body  of  your  own 
mother  to  go  heavenward  after  such  a  fashion, 
sinner  as  ye  are,  would  ye,  Jack  ?" 

*'  They  are  coming  !"  observed  the  rover, 
without  heeding  Springall's  words,  "  They  are 
coming  !*" 

It  was  a  fine  sight  to  see  even  a  small  number 
of  such  well-disciplined  soldiers  winding  their 
way  under  the  shadow  of  the  hill  nearest  the  scene 
of  so  many  adventures. 

Roupall  and  the  youth  crept  stealthily  down 
the  cliff  by  a  secret  path  ;  then,  with  the  greatest 
deliberation,  Jack  struck  a  light,  and  prepared  to 
fire  the  train  they  had  connected  with  those  with- 
in the  Nest,  to  which  we  alluded  at  the  com- 
mencement of  our  narrative,  as  intersecting  the 
whole  cavern  ;  —  while  Springall  proceeded  to 
perform  a  similar  task  a  little  lower  down  the 
Crag,  towards  the  window  from  whence  the 
Preacher  Fleetword   slung  the  packet,  which   so 
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fortunately    arrived    at    the    place    of    its    desti- 
nation. 

The  instant  their  purpose  was  effected,  by  a 
signal  agreed  upon  between  them,  they  quickly 
withdrew  and  sheltered  beneath  the  shade  of  a 
huge  rock  left  bare  by  the  receding  tide,  where 
no  injury  could  befall  them.  It  was  well  they 
did  so ;  for  in  a  moment  the  report  as  of  a 
thousand  cannon  thundered  through  the  air,  and 
fragments  of  clay,  rock,  and  shingle  fell,  thick 
as  hail,  and  heavy  as  millstones  all  around. 

Immediately  after  a  piercing  cry  for  aid 
burst  upon  their  ear,  and  spread  over  land  and 
water. 

*'  God  of  Heaven  I""  exclaimed  Springall,  "  it 
is  not  possible  that  any  human  creature  could 
have  been  witliin  the  place  !"  And  he  stretched 
himself  forward,  and  looked  up  to  where  the  cry 
was  uttered. 

The  young  man,  whose  locks  were  then  light  as 
the  golden  beams  of  the  sun,  and  whose  step  was 
as  free  as  that  of  the  mountain-roe,  lived  to  be 
very  old,  and  his  hair  grew  white,  and  his  free 
step  crippled,  before  death  claimed  his  subject  ; 
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he  was  moreover  one  acquainted  in  after-years 
with  much  strife  and  toil,  and  earned  honour,  and 
wealth,  and  distinction  ;  but  often  has  he  de- 
clared that  never  liad  he  witnessed  any  thing  which 
so  appalled  his  soul  as  the  si«!;ht  lie  beheld  on 
that  remembered  morning.  He  seized  Houpall's 
arm  with  convulsive  energy,  and  dragged  him 
forward,  heedless  of  the  storm  of  clay  and  stones 
that  was  still  pelting  around  them.  Wherever 
the  train  had  fired,  the  Crag  had  been  tlirown 
out  ;  and  as  there  were  but  few  combustibles 
within  its  holes,  and  the  gay  sunlight  had  shorn 
the  flames  of  their  brightness,  the  objects  that 
struck  the  ffaze  of  the  lookers  on,  were  the  dark 
hollows  vomiting  forth  columns  of  black  and 
noisome  smoke,  streaked  witli  a  murky  red. 

As  the  fire  made  its  way  according  to  the 
direction  of  the  meandering  powder,  which  Dal- 
ton  himself  had  laid  in  case  of  surprise,  the  earth 
above  reeled  and  shook,  and  sent  forth  groans, 
like  those  of  troubled  Nature,  when  a  rude  earth- 
quake bursts  asunder  wliat  the  Almighty  united 
with  such  matchless  skill.  The  lower  train  that 
Springall  fired  had  cast  forth,  amongst  rocks  and 


278  THE    BUCCANEER. 

stones,  the  mass  of  clay  in  which  was  the  loop- 
hole through  which  Fleetword  had  looked  out 
upon  the  wide  sea.  Within  the  chasm  thus  created 
was  the  figure  of  a  living  man.  He  stood  there 
with  uplifted  hands,  lacking  courage  to  advance ; 
for  beneath,  the  wreathed  smoke  and  dim  hot 
fume  of  the  consuming  fire  told  him  of  certain 
death  ;  unable  to  retreat, — for  the  insidious  flame 
had  already  destroyed  the  door  wliich  Koupall 
had  failed  to  move,  and  danced,  like  a  fiend  at 
play  with  destruction,  from  rafter  to  rafter,  and 
beam  to  beam,  of  the  devoted  place. 

"  Hah !"  exclaimed  the  reckless  rover,  with 
a  calmness  which  at  the  moment  made  his 
young  companion  upbraid  him  as  the  most  mer- 
ciless of  human  kind  ;  "  Hah  !  I  wonder  how  he 
got  there  ?  I  heard  that  somehow  or  other  he 
was  in  limbo  at  Cecil  Place  ;  he  wanted  to  make 
an  escape,  I  suppose,  and  so  took  to  the  old 
earth  !  Ay,  ay,  look  your  last  on  the  bright 
sun,  that's  laughing  at  man  and  man's  doings 
— you'll  never  mount  to  where  it  shines,  I 
trow." 

Sir  Willmott  Burrell — for    Roupall   had    not 


THE    BUCCANEER.  279 

been  deceived  either  as  to  the  identity  of  the  per- 
son, or  the  motive  which  led  him  to  seek  refuge 
in  the  Gull's  Nest  —  had  effected  an  almost 
miraculous  escape,  considering  how  closely  Ih* 
was  guarded,  a  few  hours  before,  and  secreted 
himself  in  the  very  chamber  wliere  he  had  left 
poor  Fleetword  to  starvation,  little  imagining 
that  he  was  standing  on  the  threshold  of  retri- 
butive justice!  He  had  caught  at  flight,  even 
so  far,  as  a  sort  of  reprieve ;  and  was  forming 
plans  of  future  villainy,  at  the  very  moment  the 
train  was  fired.  God  have  mercy  on  all  sinners  ! 
it  is  fearful  to  be  cut  off  without  time  for 
repentance.  Sir  \\'illmott  had  none.  In  the 
flower  of  manhood,  with  a  vigorous  body  and 
a  skilful  mind,  he  had  delighted  in  evil,  and 
panted  for  the  destruction  of  his  fellows.  His 
face,  upon  which  the  glare  of  the  garish  fire 
danced  in  derision  of  his  agony,  was  distorted, 
and  terrible  to  look  upon :  brief  as  was  the  space 
allotted  to  him,  each  moment  seemed  a  year  of 
torture.  As  the  flames  rose  and  encircled  their 
victim,  his  cries  were  so  dreadful,  that  Springall 
pressed  his   hands    to   his   ears,   and    buried   his 
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face  in  the  sand  ;  but  Kouj)all  looked  on  to 
the  last,  thinking  aloud  his  own  rude,  but 
energetic  thoughts. 

"  Ah  !  you  do  not  pray,  as  I  have  seen 
some  do  !  Now  there  come  the  Ironsides,""  he 
added,  as  those  grave  soldiers  drew  up  on  a 
projection  of  the  opposite  cliff,  which,  though 
lower  than  the  ruined  Gull's  Nest,  commanded 
a  view  of  the  cavern  and  its  sole  inmate. 
"  There  they  come,  and  just  in  time  to  see 
your  departure  for  your  father  the  Devils  land. 
You  don't  even  die  game  I  M'hat  an  end  one 
of  those  Ingy  chiefs  would  ha"  made  of  it,  on 
such  a  funeral  pile  ;  but  some  people  have  no 
feeling — no  pride — no  care  for  what  looks  well !" 

At  that  instant  the  Preacher  Fleetword,  who 
had  accompanied  the  troops,  stood  a  little  in 
advance  of  the  Protector  himself.  Cromwell 
had  a  curiositv  to  insjicc  t  the  resort  of  the  Bucca- 
neers ;  and,  })erfectly  unconscious  of  Sir  Will- 
mott's  escape,  was  petrified  with  horror  and 
astonishment  on  seeing  him  under  such  ajipall- 
ing  circumstances  —  the  tumbling  crags  —  the 
blazing   fire — the   dense   smoke,    mounting   like 
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pillars  of  blackness  into  tlit-  clear  and  liajipy 
morning-sky  —  and  above  all,  the  a<j;onized, 
scorching  figure  of  the  wretched  Knight,  writhing 
in  the  last  throes  of  mortal  agony  ! 

"  I'he  Lord  have  nu-rev  on  his  Mnd  !"  ex- 
claimed Fleetword  :  "  I'ray,  pray  !'^  he  con- 
tinued, elevating  his  voice,  and  hoping,  with  a 
kindliness  of  feeling  whieli  Sir  ^^'illnl()tt  had 
little  right  to  expect,  that  he  might  be  instru- 
mental in  directing  the  wretched  man's  atten- 
tion to  a  future  state.  "  Pray  !  death  is  before 
you,  and  you  cannot  wrestle  with  it  !  Pray  ! 
even  at  the  eleventh  hour  !  Pray  ! — and  we 
will  ])ray  with  you  !" 

The  Preacher  uncovered;  the  Protector  and 
his  soldiers  stood  also  bareheaded  on  the  cliff. 
But  not  upon  the  prayers  of  brave  and  honest 
soldiers  was  the  spirit  of  active  villainy  and 
cowardly  vice  to  ascend  to  the  judgment-seat 
of  the  Almighty — before  one  word  of  suppli- 
cation was  spoken,  a  column  of  flame  enwreathed 
the  remaining  portion  of  the  crag — it  was  of 
such  exceeding  brightness  tliat  the  soldiers 
blinked   thereat  ;    and  when    its   glare  was   past, 
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they  looked  upon  a  smouldering  heap  at  the 
foot  of  the  cliffs.  It  was  the  only  monument 
of  "the  Gull's  Nest  Crag;"  and  the  half-con- 
sumed body  of  Sir  Willmott  Burrell  was  crushed 
beneath  it. 

While  the  attention  of  Cromwell  and  his 
friends  was  fixed  upon  the  desperate  end  of 
the  miserable  man,  Roupall  was  crawling  under 
a  ledge  of  black  rock,  tliat  stretched  to  a  con- 
siderable distance  into  the  sea,  where  lie  cal- 
culated on  remaining  safe,  until  high  tide  drove 
him  to  another  burrow.  Not  so  Springall : — 
the  moment  he  saw  the  Protector  on  the  cliff, 
he  appeared  to  have  forgotten  every  thing  con- 
nected with  disguise  or  flight  ;  he  no  longer 
sought  concealment,  but  hastened  to  present 
himself  in  front  of  the  soldiers,  who  still  re- 
mained uncovered,  expecting,  doubtless,  that 
such  an  event  would  be  followed  by  exposition 
or  prayer. 

Nothing  daunted,  he  advanced  with  a  steady 
and  determined  step,  without  so  much  as  re- 
moving his  hat,  until  he  stood  directly  opposite 
to    Cromwell,    whose     countenance,    under    the 
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influence  of  awe  and  horror,  had  something  in 
it  more  than  usually  terrific.  The  clear  blue 
eye  of  the  young,  intrepid  boy,  encountered  the 
grey,  worn,  and  blood  shot  orb  of  the  great  and 
extraordinary  man. 

For  an  instant,  a  most  brief  instant,  eye  rested 
upon  eye — then  the  young  seaman's  dropped,  and 
it  would  seem  that  his  gay  and  lofty  head  bent 
of  itself,  the  hat  was  respectfully  removed,  and 
he  confessed  to  himself  that  he  trembled  in  the 
presence  of  the  mysterious  being. 

"  We  would  not  quench  the  spirit,"  said  the 
Protector,  addressing  Fleetword,, "  but  let  your 
prayer  be  short  —  a  word  in  season  is  better 
than  a  sermon  out  of  season.  We  have  somewhat 
to  investigate  touching  the  incendiaries  by  land, 
as  well  as  sea." 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  Springall  consi- 
dered that  a  prayer  might  not  be  of  wearisome 
length.  There  he  stood,  as  if  nailed  to  the  same 
spot,  Avhile  the  smoke  of  the  Gull's  Nest  ascended, 
and  the  soldiers  remained  with  their  helmets  in 
their  hands. 

Cromwell  manifested  an  occasional  impatience, 
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but  only  by  moving  first  on  one  leg,  then  on 
tlie  other,  which,  h(j\vever,  escaped  the  obser- 
vation of  Fleetword,  wlio  most  certainly  be- 
came a  more  dignified  and  self-important  per- 
son ever  after  the  hour  when  he  was  "  permitted 
to  speak  in  the  presence  of  the  Ruler  in  the  New 
Jerusalem."'"' 

His  address  was  brief  and  emphatic,  and  upon 
its  conclusion  the  Protector  commanded  Spring- 
all  to  advance. 

"It  appears  to  us  that  you  had  something 
to  communicate." 

"  I  believe  I  made  a  mistake,"  replied  the  lioy, 
"  I  took  you — your  Highness,  I  should  say — for 
one  Major  Wkllmore." 

"  We  know  you  to  be  a  faithful  watchman, 
but  it  remains  to  be  proved  if  you  are  an  h<mest 
witness.  Canst  tell  how  came  about  this  bu- 
siness, and  how  Sir  '^^'illmott  Burrell  csca]ied, 
and  took  refuge  there .''" 

"  It  was  always  settled,  please  ye'r  Highness, 
tliat  if  any  thing  happened,  whoever  could  was 
to  fire  off  the  trains  which  were  always  ready 
laid  to  make  an  endinfj,  when   needed ;   we  little 
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thought  there  was  any  living  being  within  the 
Nest,  but  Sir  ^V'ilhnott  had  access  to  nianv  of 
the  cells,  being  as  deep  in  their  secrets  as  other 
resorters  to  tliis  place — only  he  never  had  the 
bravery  of  the  free  trade  about  him,  seeing  lie  was 
far  from  honest." 

S])ringall  observctl  not  the  warning  finger  of 
Kobin  Hays,  nor  heard  the  iminmired  sentence 
of  caution  that  fell  upon  his  ear  from  the  lips  of 
Walter  Cecil.  Although  he  had  assumed  an 
attitude  of  daring,  his  whole  thoughts  were  fixed 
on  the  Protector.  He  was  proceeding  in  the  same 
strain,  when  Cromwell  interrupted  liim. 

"  Peace,  youngster  ;  it  is  ill  from  one  who  has 
committed  evil,  like  yourself,  to  speak  evil  of  the 
living,  much  less  the  dead  ;  it  was  you,  we  take 
it,  who  reduced  this  place  to  destruction  ?"" 

"  Please  your  Highness,  I  did." 

"  You  and  another." 

"  Well,  Sir,  there  was  another:  but  he's  gone 
— no  use  in  trying  to  find  him,  he's  away.  If," 
added  the  young  man,  with  liis  usual  reckless- 
ness, "  there  should  be  punishment  for  destroy- 
ing a  wasp's  nest,  your  Highness  shall  see  that 
I  will  bear  it  as  well  as ^" 
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The  Protector  again  interrupted  the  youth''s 
eloquence  by  adding — "  As  well  as  you  did  the 
hanging  over  yonder  bay  ?  No,  no — we  can  dis- 
criminate, by  God's  blessing,  between  the  young 
of  the  plundering  fox  and  the  cub  of  a  lion — 
both  are  destructive,  but  the  one  is  mean  and 
cowardly — the  other — it  shall  be  our  care  to  train 
the  other  to  nobler  purposes." 

Springall  raised  his  eyes,  almost  for  the  first 
time,  from  the  ground,  and  started  at  seeing 
his  friends  standing  on  a  level  with  the  Protector. 
Robin's  cheek  was  blanched,  and  his  ken  wander- 
ed over  the  blazing  gulph  which  had  swallowed 
up  the  dwelling  of  his  early  years. 

Springall,  with  the  quickness  of  feeling  that 
passes  from  kind  lieart  to  kind  heart,  without 
the  aid  of  words,  sprang  towards  him,  and  catch- 
ing his  arm,  exclaimed — 

"  Your  mother'^s  body — it  is  safe,  safe,  Robin, 
under  the  dark  tree,  by  the  cairn  stones.  Surely 
I  would  not  let  it  be  burnt." 

Cromwell's  veneration  for  his  own  mother  was 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  traits  in  his  character ; 
from  that  instant  the  Protector  of  England  took 
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the  boy  Springall  unto  his  heart ;  there  was  some- 
thing in  common  between  thcni — out  of  such 
sliffht  events  are  destinies  moulded. 

"  Your  Highness,"  said  Walter,  whom  we 
must  now  distinguish  as  Walter  Cecil, 
"  will  pardon  one  who  is  indebted  to  you,  not 
only  for  a  restored  fortune,  but  for  his  hopes 
of  happiness.  Your  Highness  will,  I  trust, 
pardon  me  for  so  soon  becoming  a  suitor: — that 
boy ■'' 

"  Shall  be  cared  for — it  pleased  the  Almighty 
that  Major  Wellmore  encountered  more  than  one 
brave  heart  and  trusty  hand  in  this  same  Isle 
of  Shepey.  After  a  time  we  trust  to  show  you 
and  your  cousin-bride,  when  she  visits  her  god- 
mother, how  highly  we  esteem  your  friendship ; 
and  we  trust,  moreover,  that  the  awful  lesson  of 
retributive  justice,  it  has  graciously  pleased  the 
Lord  to  write  in  palpable  letters  of  fire,  will  be 
remembered  by  all  those  who  hear  of  Hugh 
Dalton  and  the  Fire-fly.  Great  as  is  the  power 
given  into  our  keeping,  we  would  not  have  dared 
to  execute  such  awful  judgment  as  that  which 
has   fallen    upon  the    man    of  many  sins.     And 


288  THE    BUCCANEER. 

behold,  also,  by  the  hands  of  the  ungodly 
righteous  punishment  has  been  dealt  unto  the 
sticks  and  stones  that  have  long  given  to  rapine 
most  unworthy  shelter.  The  wheat,  too,  mark 
ye,  young  Sir  ! — the  wheat  has  been  divided  — 
glory  be  to  God !  for  it  is  his  doing.  The 
wheat  has  been  divided  from  the  tares — and 
from  amid  the  lawless  and  the  guilty  have  come 
forth  some  who  may  yet  take  seats  among  the 
faithful  in  Israel.""' 
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CONCLUDING  CHAPTER. 

Twelve  years  —  twelve  eventful  years  had 
passed,  and,  ere  our  work  is  done,  we  must  en- 
treat our  readers  to  visit  with  us,  once  again,  the 
old  Isle  of  Shepey.  The  thoughtless,  good-tem- 
pered, dissipated,  extravagant,  ungrateful  Charles 
had  been  called  by  the  sedate,  thinking,  and 
moral  people  of  England,  to  reign  over  them. 
But,  with  English  whim,  or  English  wisdom,  we 
have  at  present  nought  to  do  ;  we  leave  abler 
and  stronger  heads  to  determine,  when  reviewing 
the  page  of  history,  whether  we  are,  or  are  not, 
a  most  change-loving  people — lovers  of  change 
for  the  sake  of  change. 

Our  business  is  with  an  aged  man,  who,  upon 

VOL.    III.  o 
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a  pleasant  evening  of  the  year  1668,  was  seated 
under  a  noble  oak,  whose  spreading  branches 
shadowed  a  brook  that  babbled  at  his  feet. 

Tlie  beams  of  the  setting  sun  were  deepen- 
ing the  yellow  tints  of  yet  early  autumn,  and 
many  of  the  trees  looked  as  if  steeped  in 
liquid  gold.  In  the  distance,  the  ocean,  quiet, 
calm,  unruffled,  was  sleeping  beneath  the  sober 
sky ;  and  not  a  breeze  wafted  its  murmurs  to 
the  little  streamlet  by  tlie  side  of  which  that 
old  man  sat.  He  was  but  one  of  a  group  ;  four 
healthy  and  handsome  children  crowded  around 
him,  watching,  with  all  the  intense  hope  and 
anxiety  of  that  happy  age,  the  progress  of  his 
work.  He  was  occupied,  as  grandfathers  often 
are,  in  constructing  a  toy  for  his  grandchildren. 
The  prettiest  of  the  party  was  a  dai'k-eyed  rosy 
girl  of  about  four,  pcrliaps  five — for  lier  coun- 
tenance had  more  intelligence  than  generally 
belongs  to  either  age  ;  while  her  figure  was  slight 
and  small,  small  enough  for  a  child  r.ot  number- 
ing more  than  three  years :  she,  too,  was  em- 
ployed— stitching,  with  a  long  awkward  needle, 
something  which  looked   very   like   the  sail  of  a 
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baby-boat.  A  boy,  somewhat  older  than  herself, 
was  twisting  tow  into  cordage,  while  the  eldest, 
the  man  of  the  family,  issued  his  directions,  or 
rather  his  commands,  to  both,  in  the  customary 
style  of  lads  when  overlooking  their  juniors.  The 
next  to  him  was  probably  grandpapa's  especial 
pet,  for  he  knelt  at  the  old  man's  knee,  watching 
patiently,  and  taking  good  note  how  lie  secured 
the  principal  mast  steadily  in  the  centre  of  the 
mimic  vessel,  it  had  been  his  kind  task  to  frame 
for  the  youngsters  amusement. 

It  must  not  be  forgotten  that  a  very  pretty 
spaniel  crouched  at  the  little  maid's  feet,  and 
ever  and  anon  lifted  its  mild  gentle  eyes  to  the 
countenance  of  its  mistress. 

"  Conn,''  said  the  eldest  boy,  "  you  are  making 
those  stitches  as  long  as  your  own  little  fingers  ; 
and  you  must  remember,  that  if  the  work  is  not 
done  neatly,  the  wind  may  get  into  the  turnings 
and  throw  the  ship  on  her  beam-ends." 

"  Grandfather  !"  exclaimed   the  child,   holding 
up  her  Avork  with  an  imploring  look,  "  be  those 
stitches  too  long?     If  you  say  so,  grandfather,  I 
will  take  them  all  out,  because  you  know." 
o  2 
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"  They  will  do  very  nicely  indeed,  Conny,"" 
replied  the  old  man,  with  an  approving  smile ; 
"  and  as  for  you,  Master  Walter,  I  wish  that 
your  work  was  always  done  as  well  as  your 
sister's.  Bless  her  !  how  like  her  mother  she 
is!" 

"  I  wish  I  was  like  my  mother  too,"  said 
Walter,  "  for  then  you  would  love  me." 

"  Boys  and  girl,  I  love  you  all,  and  thank 
God  that,  in  these  bad  times,  you  are  as  good 
as  you  are — But,  Watty,  you  must  never  think 
of  the  sea ;  you  were  not  intended  for  a  sailor, 
or  you  would  not  talk  of  wind  getting  into  the 
stitchings  of  a  topsail,  and  throwing  the  ship 
on  her  beam-ends — ha,  ha  V 

The  proud  boy  turned  blushingly  away,  and 
began  playing  with,  or  rather  teazing,  a  very 
old  nondescript  dog,  who  was  lying  comfortably 
coiled  up  on  the  youngest  lad's  pinafore,  under 
shelter  of  the  grey  stone  which  the  grandfa- 
ther used  as  his  seat. 

"•  Wat  will  be  a  soldier,"  said  the  second  boy, 
whose  name  was  Hugh;  ''his  godpapa.  Sir  ^^'al- 
ter,  says  he  shall.     But  you  will  teach  me  to  be 
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a  sailor  before  you  die,  and  tlien  I  may  live  to  be 
as  great  as  the  great  man  you  and  father  talk 
about,  the  brave  Blake.  Oh  !  how  proud  I 
should  be  if  you  could  live  to  see  that  day," 
he  continued,  his  bright  eyes  dancing  at  the  an- 
ticipation of  future  glory.  *'  And  you  may,  dear 
grandfather,  for  mother  says  that  Crisp  is  older 
now  for  a  dog  than  you  are  for  a  man.  Watty, 
you  had  better  not  teaze  Crisp,  for  he  has  three 
teeth  left.'' 

"  Three  !"  interrupted  little  Conn,  whose  fine 
name  of  Constantia  had  been  diminished  to  the 
familiar  appellation  —  "Three! — he  has  four 
and  a  half  and  a  little  piece,  for  I  opened  his 
mout  and  counted  them  myself." 

"  When  do  you  mean  to  speak  plain,  and  be  a 
'  lady,  Miss  Conn  .?" 

The  child  looked  into  her  brother's  face,  and 
laughed  a  gleesome  laugh  —  one  of  those  burst- 
ings of  a  joyous  heart,  that  come — we  know  not 
how,  but  never  come  after  the  dancing  pulse 
of  youth  changes  into  a  measured  time — when 
we  look  upon  the  dial's  hand  and  note  that  hours 
are  passing. 
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"  Grandfather,"  said  Hugh,  when  the  mast 
was  fairly  established,  and  the  rigging  properly 
arranged,  "  may  I  call  my  vessel  the  '  Fire- 
fly?"' 

From  whence  came  the  rich  warm  blood  that 
in  a  moment  suffused  the  old  man's  cheek,  as 
his  unconscious  grandchild  pronounced  the  name 
of  his  darling,  liis  long-lost,  but  not  forgotten 
ship  ?  He  grasped  the  l)oy's  arm  witli  the  energy 
of  former  times,  and  shook  liim  as  he  never 
thought  to  have  shaken  tlie  chikl  of  his  own  Bar- 
bara. 

"  Where  heard  you  tliose  words — wliere,  I 
say  ?''  he  demanded  of  his  namesake,  wliile  the 
boy  cowered,  and  tlie  other  cliildren  stood 
aghast, 

"  I  heard  that  wild  old  man  who  dieil  in  our 
barn  last  week — altliougli  mother  made  him  so 
comfortable,  and  you  and  father  were  so  kind  to 
him — say  that  was  the  name  of  a  ship  vou  once 
had,"  sobbed  little  Hugh:  "  and  I  only  thought 
I  should  like  to  call  mine  after  it." 

"  And  was  that  indeed  all  ?"  inquired  the  aged 
Buccaneer,  relaxing  his  grasp,  but  still    looking 
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into  the  boy's  iiif^enuous  countenance,  as  if  lie 
expected  sonic  t'\  il  tidings. 

"  It  was  all  that  I  uiulorstood,"  rej)lied  the 
child,  now  weeping  from  ])aiii  and  terror,  "  ex- 
cept that  I  reniemher  he  asked  to  be  buried  at 
East-Church,  because  that  was  nearer  what  he 
called  the  Gull's  Nest  Crag  than  the  old  church 
of  Minster/' 

"  Poor  Jack  !  —  j)()()r  Jack  Roupall  !"  ex- 
claimed Dalton,  forgetting  his  momentary  dis- 
pleasure, and  musing  aloud  upon  the  end  of  his 
ever  reckless  follower — "  Poor  Jack  !  The  nut 
had  been  good,  fresh,  sweet,  wholesome,  though 
the  rind  was  rough  and  bitter  ;  it  was  the  canker 
that  destroyed  it  :  and  I  should  have  been  as 
bad — as  blighted — as  lost — but  for  my  own  sweet 
child."  And  then  Hugh  Dalton's  eye  fell  upon 
the  pouting  boy,  whose  arm  he  had,  in  the  an- 
guish of  his  remembrance,  pressed  too  roughly, 
and  he  caught  him  to  his  bosom,  and  blessed  him 
with  all  his  heart  and  soul. 

Little  Conn  crept  round,  and  seeing  where  her 
brother's  arm  was  still  red,  held  it  to  her  grand- 
father's lip,  saying — 
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"  Kiss,  kiss  it,  and  make  it  well."" 

The  old  man  did  as  that  child  in  her  sim- 
plicity directed  ;  and  when  she  again  looked 
upon  it,  there  was  more  than  one  tear  glisten- 
ing on  the  fair,  firm  flesh. 

•'  Let  us  call  her  '  King  Charles,"'  "  exclaimed 
the  eldest  boy,  as  the  gallant  little  vessel  moved 
down  the  stream ;  while  the  children,  who  not 
ten  minutes  before  Avere  trembling  with  alarm  at 
their  grandfather's  displeasure,  now,  with  the 
happy  versatility  of  youthful  spirits,  shouted 
gaily  at  the  ship's  progress  over  the  unrippled 
waters. 

"  You  will  call  it  by  no  such  name,"  said 
Dalton  gravely.  "  Yonder  comes  your  mother, 
and  she  or  your  father  can  best  christen  your 
little  ship." 

The  old  man,  who  had  launched  their  fairy 
boat,  turned  towards  where  once  Cecil  Place 
had  stood.  From  some  peculiar  feeling  in  the 
bosoms  of  Sir  Walter  and  Lady  Cecil,  for  which 
it  W'ould  not  be  difhcult  to  account,  only  a  por- 
tion of  the   old    structure  remained  —  sufficient. 
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and  just  sufficient,  to  lodge  Robin,  and  Robin's 
wife,  and  Robin's  father-in-law,  and  Robin's 
children.  The  fine  old  gateway  was  fast  crumb- 
ling to  decay,  and  indeed  it  was  well  known  that 
a  kindly  sentiment  towards  the  Buccaneer  decided 
Sir  Walter  on  keeping  even  so  much  of  the  place 
standing,  as  the  old  man's  only  wish  now  was 
to  die  in  the  Isle  of  Shepey  ;  and  it  will  be  readily 
believed  that  Hugh  Dalton's  wishes  were  laws  to 
the  family  of  Cecil.  The  trees  had  in  many 
places  been  levelled,  and  the  only  spot  which 
remained  perfectly  untouched  in  the  gardens 
was  one  called  "  The  Fairy  Ring."  The  neigh- 
bouring peasantry  believed  that  it  was  hallowed 
by  some  remembrance  of  which  both  Lady  Cecil 
and  Barbara  partook ;  for  the  latter  tended  every 
herb  and  flower  therein  with  more  than  common 
care, — with  perfect  devotion.  Did  we  say  there 
was  but  one  spot  cherished .''  faithless  historians 
that  we  are!  There  was  another,  —  a  rustic 
temple  ;  and  about  ten  years  before  the  period  of 
which  we  now  treat,  something  resembling  an 
altar  had  been  erected  therein,  with  a  quaint 
device  carved  in  white  stone,  a  braid  of  liair.. 
o  5 
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encircling  two  hearts,  and  a  rliyme,  or  as  it  was 
than  called  a  posy,  the  words  of  wliich  are  not 
recorded,  but  were  said  to  liave  been  written  by 
Lucy  Hutchinson,  as  a  compliment  to  her  friend 
Con  Stan  tia  Cecil. 

The  old  man,  as  we  have  said,  turned  towards 
Cecil  Place,  which  then  presented  only  tlie  appear- 
ance of  a  small  and  picturesque  dwelling.    Issuing 
thence  were  two  j^ersons  whom  we  may  at  once  in- 
troduce as  the  manikin  Robin  Hays,  and  the  little 
Puritan  Barbara  Iverk  of  our  story.     ^Manikin  in- 
deed !  He  of  the  gay  pink  doublet,  silken  hose,  and 
plumed  hat,   would  little  thank  us  for  the  term  ! 
He  was  rather  over  tlian  under-dressed,   more  fine 
than  might  be  expected  in  a  country  gentleman 
in  so  lonely  an  island  ;  but  it  was  evident  he  loved 
finery,   and  loved   to  deck   Ins   own    person  :    his 
long  black  liair  curled   naturally  and  gracefully 
over   his   shoulders ;    his   eyes  liad  more   to   do, 
during  latter  years,  with  love  and  home,  than  with 
hate  and  adventure  ;  consequently  they  sparkled 
with  pure  and  kindly  feeling  ;  and  if  sometimes 
sarcasm  lighted  its  beacon  within  their  lids,  it  was 
quickly    extinguished   by    tlie   devoted    affection 
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and  gratitude  of  his  liglit  excellent  heart.  His 
figure  appeared  much  less  disproportioned  than 
when  first  we  saw  him  taunted  into  fury  in  his 
mother's  hostelry  by  ])oor  Jack  Koupall's  ill- 
timed  jests  on  his  deformity  :  he  was  much  stouter  ; 
and  the  full  cavalier  dress  was  better  calculated  to 
hide  any  defects  of  person,  than  the  tight-fitting 
vests  of  the  bygone  Roundheads,  who  looked  to 
every  inch  of  cloth  with  a  carefulness  altogether 
scouted  by  their  more  heedless  successors.  He 
had  a  free  and  open  air,  and  a  smile  of  dazzling 
brightness.  ^^  hat  can  we  say  of  Barbara .''  Fe- 
male beauty  is  seldom  stationary ;  there  is  no 
use  in  disguising  the  fact,  that  after  twenty  — 
dear,  sweet,  fascinating  twenty  !  the  freshness 
of  the  rose  is  gone.  AVe  have  said  freshness — 
not  fragrance.  Fragrance  to  the  rose,  is  what 
the  soul  is  to  the  body  —  an  imperishable  es- 
sence, that  lasts  after  the  petals  have  meekly 
dropped,  one  by  one,  upon  their  mother-earth. 
A  blessing  upon  the  fragrance  of  sweet  flowers  ! 
and  a  thousand  blessings  upon  the  power  that 
gifted  their  leaves  with  such  a  dowry  !  (Jh,  it 
partakes  of  heaven  to  walk  into  the  pastures  and 
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inhale  the  goodness  of  the  Lord,  fnjni  the  myriad 
field-flowers    that    gem    the    earth  with   beauty  ! 
And  then  in  sickness  !     What,  what  is  so  refresh- 
ing as  the  perfume  of  sweet  plants  ?     We  .sy>eak 
not   of   the  glazed    and  costly  things  that   come 
from  foreign  lands,  but  of  the  English  nosegay — 
(how  we  love  the  homely  word  !) — the  sweet  briar, 
lavender,   cowslip,  violet,  lilv  of  the  valley,  or  a 
sprig   of  meadow  sweet,    a    branch   of  mvrtle,  a 
tuft    of   primroses,  or    handful    of    wild    thyme ! 
Such  near  the  couch  of  sickness  are  worth  a  host 
of  powdered  doctors  !     Again  we  say,  a  blessing 
on  sweet  flowers  I     And  now  for  one  who  loved 
them  well,  and  learnt  much  wisdom  "  from  every 
leaf  that  clothed  her  native   hills.""     Barbara  was 
no  longer  the  slight,  delicate  girl,  tripping  witli 
an  orderly   but  liglit  step  to  do  the   behests    of 
those  she  loved  ;  but  a    sober,   diligent,  affection- 
ate   matron,    zealous    in    the    dischai'ge    of   her 
duty,    patient    in    supporting    pain,    whether    of 
mind    or    body  ;     a    sincere    Christian,    a    kind 
mistress,  a  gentle  daughter,  a  wise  mother ;  but 
above  all,  a    devoted,  trusting   wife  :    still    look- 
ing   upon    Robin  —  her    Robin,    as    the  English 
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Solomon, — a  system  we  advise  all  wives  to 
follow — when  they  ean.  The  manner  in  which 
this  truly  pious  woman  yielded  to  all  her  hus- 
band's whims  was  almost  marvellous  —  one  of  the 
miracles  of  that  miracle- worker — L0\  E  !  With 
the  simple,  yet  discriminating  tact,  of  itself  a 
gift  from  nature,  which  no  earthly  power  can 
either  bestow  or  teach,  she  understood  the  wishes 
of  Robin  almost  before  he  was  himself  acquainted 
with  his  own  thoughts.  And  had  she  been  on  her 
death-bed,  that  excellent  creature  could  have 
declared  before  Him,  to  whom  all  things  are 
known,  that  "  God  and  her  husband"  had  been 
her  true  heart's  motto. 

Even  Robin's  weaknesses  were  hallowed,  if 
not  cherished  things — she  innocently  catered  to 
his  personal  vanity,  for  she  really  loved  to  see 
him  well  appointed ;  and  she  avoided  every  thing 
bordering  on  gaiety  of  dress,  manner,  or  society, 
because  she  felt  that  jealousy  was  one  of  his  in- 
firmities; thus,  by  never  arousing  his  evil  pas- 
sions, their  very  existence  was  forgotten,  and 
the  violent,  capricious  Ranger  would  have  been 
hardly    recognized    (except    by   his    very    inti- 
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mates,)  as  the  self-satisfied,  and  somewhat  im- 
portant manager  of  Sir  Walter  CeciPs  estates. 

As  Robin  and  Barbara  drew  near  their  father 
and  the  children,  they  perceived  a  Cavalier  well 
mounted,  and  attended  by  two  serving  men,  also 
on  horseback,  winding  along  the  hill  path,  or 
road,  as  it  was  called ;  and  the  younger  dog 
— by  the  way  a  daughter  of  our  old  acquaint- 
ance Blanche — gave  notice  to  the  little  mariners 
of  the  approach,  by  bristling  her  silken  liair  and 
rounding  her  flapping  ears,  while  she  barked 
long  and  loudly  at  the  unusual  arrival. 

The  Buccaneer  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand 
and  looked  out.  Robin  jerked  his  hat  a  little 
more  on  one  side,  while  Barbara  drew  the  Flan- 
ders lace  of  her  silken  hocJd  more  closely  round 
her  face. 

"  It  is  a  Court  Cavalier,"  exclaimed  Master 
Hai/s,  as  he  was  respectfully  termed  by  his  as- 
sociates, "  with  two  attendants  and  a  dog  ;  be- 
shrew  me  !  but  a  noble  dog  from  foreign  parts ; 
some  friend  of  our  kind  master  is  that  gentle- 
man. One  would  think  he  was  reconnoitring, 
so  earnestly  does  he  look  out  from  place  to  place. 
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Father,"  he  continued,  drawing  towards  Dalton, 
"  do  you  note  how  he  peers  out  yonder,  towards 

where  once — you  understand  me " 

"  I  do,"  replied  the  old  man,  "  I  do  note  it ; 
and  I  note  also  that  yon  same  Cavalier  is  no 
other  than  one  we  both  knew  well.  There ! 
he  sees  us — his  hat  is  off — he  hails  us  right 
joyfully  :  Know  you  not  the  bold  brow,  and  the 
bright  eye — blue,  blue  as  the  waters  and  the 
heavens  he  has  so  long  looked  upon  ?  Off  with 
ye'r  hats,  my  boys,"  he  added  to  the  children  ; 
*'  and,  Robin,  is  yours  nailed  to  your  head,  that  it 
answers  not  his  signal  ? — it  is  the  young  sea  cap- 
tain of  whom,  even  here,  we  have  heard  and 
read  so  much.      It  is  Springall  f 

And  so  it  was  ;  distinguished  by  the  Protector 
at  the  very  moment  when  to  be  so  distinguished 
makes  a  man's  fortune,  the  bold  intrepid  boy 
quickly  ripened  into  the  able  and  experienced 
seaman.  His  promotion  was  rapid,  because  his 
talents  were  appreciated — and,  after  the  death 
of  Cromwell,  he  had  been  too  much  occupied 
with  England's  enemies  at  sea,  to  suffer  from 
the  moral  blight  of  Charles's  court  on  shore. 
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*  *  *  *  »  ♦ 

"  Now,  Springall — I  love  to  call  you  by  that 
name,*"  said  the  Buccaneer,  "  thougli  you  have 
taken  your  old  one,  and  made  it  even  more  ho- 
noured than  it  was  before,  —  the  evening  has 
closed  in — the  children  a-bed — God  bless  them  ! 
We  will  draw  nearer  round  our  cheerful  hearth, 
and  talk  of  days  long  gone.  Barbara,  let"'s  have 
some  fresh  logs  on  the  fire  ;  and  now,  for  past 
and  present  times." 

"  I  am  a  bad  hand  at  a  long  yarn  — you  know 
I  always  was  so,  Captain,"" — said  the  naval  officer, 
smiling  "  and  the  news  of  poor  Jack's  death  has 
damped  my  canvass.  I  always  thought  he'd 
make  a  queer  end  of  it — so  fond  of  plunder — so 
careless — so  unprincipled — but  b^a^c',  brave  to 
the  back-bone."" 

*'  Do  you  remember  what  he  dared,  by  way 
of  adventure,  not  a  hundred  miles  from  this  ; 
when  Major  M'ellmore  and  Walter  De  Guerre 
were  masquing  it  here  so  gaily  .''"  inquired  Robin. 

"  Ay,  ay  !  But  he  and  Grimstone  were  both 
half-seas  over,  or  they  ""d  have  hardly  ventured  it : 
— poor  Grim  paid  the  penalty."" 
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"  And  deserved  it  too,"  added  Robin.  "  He 
whom  they  assaulted  was  a  wonder — a  being 
tliat  will  serve  future  ages  to  talk  about,  when 
tlie  rulers  of  the  present  day  are  either  execrated 
or  forgotten.  Marry  !  but  it  makes  one's  head 
swim  to  think  of  the  warm  blood  and  true 
that  has  been  spilled  and  wasted  to  raise  up  a 
throne  for  obscenity  and  folly  !  Chambering 
and  wantonness  walk  together  as  twin-born, 
along  the  very  halls  where  Cromwell,  and  Ireton, 
and  Milton,  and — my  head 's  too  hot  to  recollect 
their  names ;  but  they  are  graven  on  my  heart, 
as  men  who  made  England  a  Queen  among  the 
Nations." 

"  Then  their  Popery  plots  !"  chimed  in  the 
Buccaneer ;  "  the  Innocent  blood  that  has  flooded 
the  scaffold,  as  if  the  earth  was  thirsty  for  it — 
And  upon  what  grounds  ?  the  evidence,  I  hear, 
of  one  villain,  supported  by  the  evidence  of 
another!  I  grieve  for  one  thing,  truly — that  1 
was  ever  instrumental  in  forwarding  the  King's 
views.  Robin  said  a  true  word  in  jest  the 
other  day,  that  men  as  well  as  puppies  were 
born  blind,  only  it  takes  a  much  longer  period 
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to   open  our  eyes,  than  those  of  our  four-footed 
friends." 

"  So  it  does,*"  said  Springall,  laughing;  "  that 
was  one  of  Robin's  wise  sayings.  Barbara  I — I 
beg  your  pardon, — Mistress  Hays — do  you  think 
him  as  wise  as  ever  ?" 

"  I  always  thought  him  wise  ;  but  I  know  it 
now,"  she  replied,  smiling. 

"  Sit  ye  down,  Barbara,"  said  Robin,  "  and  our 
friend  here  will  tell  vou  how  nuich  he  admires  our 
children  ;  they  are  fine,  healthy,  and,  though  I  say 
it,  handsome — straight  withal — straight  as  Robin 
Hood's  own  arrow ;  and  I  do  bless  (rod  for  that 
— for  that  es])eciallv  !  I  would  rather  have  seen 
them  dead  at  my  feet  than ."' 

"  Now,  God  forgive  you  Rob  I  so  would  not 
I.  I  should  have  loved  them  as  well,  had  they 
been  crooked  as "' 

"  Their  father !" 

"  For  shame,  Robin  !" 

Robin  looked  at  his  wife  and  laughed,  but 
turned  away  his  head ;  and  then  he  looked  a  se- 
cond time,  and  saw  that  a  deep  red  hue  had 
mounted  to  Barbara's  cheek,  while  a  tear  stood 
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in  her  eye ;  and  he  forgot  the  stranger's  presence, 
and  converted  the  tear  to  a  gentle  satisfied  smile, 
by  a  kiiul  and  affectionate  kiss.  How  little  ten- 
derness, how  little,  iiow  very  little  does  it  take 
to  constitute  the  happiness  of  a  simple  niiiul  ! 

*'  There  was  a  strange  long  preacher  here,  ages 
ago,*^  inquired  Springall,  filling  his  silver  cup 
with  sherris  ;  "  he  surely  did  not  migrate  with 
the  higher  powers  ?" 

*'  No  !"  replied  Dalton,  whose  eyes  had  been 
fixed  upon  the  burning  logs,  as  if  recapitulating 
the  events  of  former  days ;  "  he  was  a  staunch  and 
true-hearted  Puritan,  apt  to  take  wrong  notions 
in  tow,  and  desperately  bitter  against  Papistry, 
which  same  bitterness  is  a  log  J  never  could  read, 
seeing  that  the  best  all  sects  can  accomplish  is  to 
act  up  to  the  belief  they  have.  But,  as  I  have 
said,  he  was  true-hearted,  and  never  recovered  the 
tale  we  heard,  as  to  the  way  in  which  the  new 
directors  insulted  the  remains  of  one  whom  they 
trembled  even  to  look  at  in  his  lifetime.  He 
died  off.  Sir,  like  an  autumn  breeze,  chilly 
and  weak,  but  praying,  and  thankful  that  God 
was  so  good  as  to  remove  him  from  the  blight  of 


308  THE    BUCCANEER. 

the  Philistines,  wlio  covered  the  earth  as  thick- 
ly as  the  locusts  overspread  the  land  of  Egypt."" 

"  I  never  did,  nor  ever  can  believe,"  said 
Robin,  "  it  was  permitted  that  such  cravens 
should  insult  the  body  of  so  great  a  soul.  The 
Protector  wished  to  be  buried  on  the  field  of 
Naseby,  and  something  tells  me  he  had  his  wish.''"' 

"  Your  politics  changed  as  well  as  mine !"" 
replied  the  sea-captain ;  "  what  cavaliers  we 
were  in  the  days  of  our  youth — heh.  Comman- 
dant !" 

"  It  is  very  odd,  Springall,""  replied  the  old 
Skipper ;  "  but  somehow,  my  heart  is  too  full 
for  words ;  I  seem  to  be  living  my  life  over  again  ; 
and  but  now  could  have  sworn  I  saw  poor  Sir 
Robert,  as  I  saw  him  last,  clutching  those  dread- 
ed papers.  What  a  night  that  was,  and  what  a 
day  the  next  !*'"' 

"  And  the  poor  Lady  Zillah,  when  she  heard 
of  Sir  Willmott's  end  !"  said  Barbara.  "  She 
spoke  no  word,  she  made  no  scream  ;  but  her 
trouble  came  quickly,  and  hard  and  bitter  it 
was ;  and  the  child  her  hope  rested  on  breathed 
no  breath — there  was   no   heir    to   the  house  of 
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Biirrell ;  and  she  and  her  father  passed  from  the 
land,  and  were  seen  no  more." 

"  Seen  no  more,  certainly  ;  but  many  were 
the  jewels  and  costly  the  tirings  she  sent  from 
foreign  parts  to  my  lady's  first-born,"  continued 
Robin. 

"  And  to  me  she  sent  baubles, — not  baubles 
either,"  added  Barbara,  "  but  things  too  costly 
for  one  in  my  state.  Her  last  gift  was  the  most 
precious  in  my  sight — a  gold  cross,  and  along 
the  top  these  words  — '  Thy  God  shall  be  my 
God  ;'  and  down  the  centre — '  Thy  people  my 
people !'  It  gave  me  great  consolation  ;  it  was 
like  a  token  of  resignation  and  peace,  and  a 
wonderful  working  of  God's  providence."  And 
after  she  had  so  said,  she  went  out  of  the  room, 
to  conceal  the  emotion  she  always  felt  when 
speaking  of  the  Jewish  lady. 

"  So  it  was  undoubtedly,"  rejoined  Robin, 
who  had  not  noted  Barbara's  departure. 

"  Despite  your  bravery,  Master,"  said  the  sea- 
man, "  I  think  you  have  got  a  touch  of  the  past 
times  yourself;  I  have  not  heard  the  breath  of 
an  oath  from  either  !" 
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"  Hush  r  replied  Robin,  looking  round  the 
room,  and  right  pleased  to  find  that  Barbara 
was  absent  :  "  were  it  only  to  avoid  giving  her 
pain,  it  would  ill  become  either  of  us  to  Ijlas- 
pheme  Him  in  whom  we  trust." 

"  And  so  you  say,"  commenced  Dalton,  unit- 
ing the  thread  of  the  discourse,  which  had  been 
broken,  "  that  Sir  A\'alter  and  Lady  Cecil  are 
seldom  seen  at  Court  ?  I  heard  this  before,  but 
not  for  certain." 

"  Seldom,  you  may  well  say,""  returned  Spring- 
all  ;  "  the  King  presented  Lady  Castleraaine  to 
the  Lady  Constantia,  at  one  of  the  drawing- 
rooms  ;  and  our  right  noble  tlame  declared  it 
was  the  last  she  ^^ould  ever  attend.  It  was  said 
that  the  King  spoke  to  Sir  Walter  about  it ;  and 
I  think  it  likely,  as  he  knew  him  abroad  so  well. 
And  Sir  Walter  was  even  more  higli  on  the  matter 
than  his  lady  had  been ;  and  the  King  jested,  and 
said  it  was  only  the  Court  fashion  ;  to  which  Sir 
Walter  returned  for  answer,  that,  however  it 
might  be  the  court  fashion,  it  was  scarce  courtly 
to  present  an  immodest  to  a  modest  woman. 
With    that    the  King   chafed,  and  said  he   sup- 
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posed  Lady  Constantia"'s  friendship  for  Dame 
Frances  Russell  was  stronger  than  her  loyalty, 
for  she  reoardeil  Cronnveirs  thiughter,  both  as 
Rich  and  Russell,  more  than  she  did  his  favour. 
And  Sir  Walter,  making  a  low  bow,  replied  that 
Lady  Constantia  had  little  thought  to  displease 
her  King  by  her  attachment  to  a  lady  wlio  had 
once  been  honoured  by  the  offer  of  liis  hand. 
Upon  which  the  King  bit  his  lip,  turned  upon  his 
heel,  and  spoke  no  farther  word  to  Sir  Walter 
Cecil." 

"  Good  !  good  !  good  !"  exclaimed  Robin 
with  manifest  delight,  chuckling  and  rubbing 
his  hands,  "  that  was  good  !  How  it  warms  my 
heart  when  an  honest  subject  speaks  to  a  King  as 
man  to  man,  feeling  he  has  no  cause  to  dread  his 
frown  or  court  his  smile.  Brave !  brave.  Sir 
Walter  !  There  is  a  moral  dignity,  a  fearless- 
ness in  truth,  that  makes  one  not  tread  —  not 
tread,  mind  ye,  but  spurn  the  earth  he  walks 
upon.  If  we  would  not  be  of  the  earth,  earthy, 
but  of  the  heavens,  heavenly,  we  must  be  inde- 
pendent in  thought  and  action !  Brave,  brave 
Sir  Walter  !^' 
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"  Master  Robin,"  said  the  Captain,  looking 
earnestly  in  his  countenance, — and  half-inclined 
to  smile  at  his  enthusiasm  — "  Master  Robin, 
that  ""s  not  the  court  fashion." 

"  D n    the  court  !"    shouted  the    Ranger  ; 

then  suddenly  checking  himself,  he  added,  turn- 
ing to  his  wife,  whose  return  he  had  not  heeded, 
"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  Barbara, — it  was 
his  fault,  not  mine.  Nay,  I  have  said  nothing 
half  so  wicked  this  long,  long  time.  Come,  tell 
me,  did  you  see  Sir  Walter's  children,  Captain  ? 
Oliver,  he  is  the  first-born,  a  noble  boy.  Then, 
— I  forget  their  names ;  but  I  know  there  is 
neither  a  Herbert  nor  a  Robert  among  them. 
Alas  !  there  are  good  reasons  why  it  should  so  be. 
I  think  Richard  Cromwell  stood  godfather  to  the 
eldest." 

"  Richard  Cromwell !"  repeated  Springall,  in 
a  tone  of  contempt. 

"  He  was  wise,  though  ;  he  felt  that  he  had 
not  his  father's  talents,  consequently  could  not 
maintain  his  father's  power,"  observed  Robin, 

Master  Hays,"  inquired  Springall,  wisely 
avoiding  any  topic  likely   to  excite  political  dif- 
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ference,  "  you  are  an  oracle,  and  can  tell  nie 
what  is  become  of  my  worthy  friend,  that  most 
excellent  compounder  of  confections,  Solomon 
Grundy  ?" 

"  Poor  Solomon  !"  replied  Robin,  he  accom- 
panied the  family  after  Sir  Robert"'s  death, — whicli 
was  lingering  enough,  to  set  forth  more  brightly 
the  virtues  of  both  daughter  and  nephew,  —  to 
London,  and  was  choked  by  devouring  too  hastily 
a  French  prawn  !  Poor  Solomon  !  it  was  as  na- 
tural for  him  so  to  die  as  for  a  soldier  to  fall  on 
the  field  of  battle/' 

"  So  it  was,""  replied  the  seaman  ;  "  but 
having  discussed  the  events  and  the  persons  with 
whom  we  had  most  to  do  in  past  years,  let  us, 
before  entering  on  other  subjects,  fill  a  bumper 
to  the  health  of  my  long  cherished,  and,  despite 
his  faults,  my  trusty  beloved  friend  —  the  Old 
Buccaneer  !  Much  has  he  occupied  my  thoughts, 
and  it  joys  me  to  find  him,  and  leave  him,  where 
an  old  man  ought  to  be — in  the  bosom  of  his  true 
and  beautiful  family.  We  have  all  faults,"  con- 
tinued the  officer,  somewhat  moved  by  the  good 
sherris  and  his  good  feeling — "  for  it's  a   well- 
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written  log  that  has  no  blots;  but  hang  it,  as 
I  said  before,  I  never  could  spin  a  yarn  like  my 
friend  Robin  here,  either  from  the  wheel,  which  I 
mean  to  typify  the  head  —  or  the  distaff,  which,  be 
it  understood,  signifies  the  heart.  So  here  goes — ' 
and,  with  a  trembling  hand,  and  a  sparkling  eye, 
the  generous  Springall  drained  the  deep  tankard, 
to  the  health  of  his  first  sea  friend. 

"  It  is  not  seemly  in  woman  to  drink  of  strong 
waters  or  glowing  wine,"  said  Barbara,  whose 
tearful  eyes  rested  upon  the  time-worn  features  of 
her  father  :  "  but,  God  knows,  my  heart  is  often 
so  full  of  grateful  thanks,  that  I  lack  words  to 
speak  my  happiness  ;  and  I  have  need  of  constant 
watchfulness  to  prevent  the  creature  from  occu- 
pying the  place  of  tlie  Creator.  My  father  has 
sometimes  hours  of  bitterness,  yet  I  bless  God 
he  is  not  as  a  brand  consumed  in  the  burning, 
but  rather  as  gold  purified  and  cleansed  by  tlmt 
whicli  devoureth  our  impurities,  but  maketh 
great  that  which  deserveth  greatness.  As  to 
Robin r 


"  Don't    turn   me    into    a    fable,    wife !"     ex- 
claimed Robin,  playfully  interrupting  her  : — '•  I 
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am,  ill  my  own  proper  person,  an  iEsop  as  it  is. 
There  has  been  enough  of  all  this  for  to-night  : 
we  will  but  pledge  another  cup  to  tlie  health  of 
Sir  Walter,  the  Lady  Constance,  and  their  chil- 
tlren — and  then  to  bed;  and  may  all  sleejj  well 
whose  hearts  arc  innocent  as  yours,  Barbara  !  and 
I  hope  I  may  add  without  presumption,  purified 
as  mine.  You  see,  Springall,  the  earth  that 
nourishes  the  rose  may  in  time  partake  of  its 
frasrance." 


THE    END. 
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